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PEEFACE. 


BURMAH  is  one  of  those  naturally  resourceful 
countries  which  only  require  the  benefits  of  a 
just  and  stable  Government  to  become  most 
prosperous.  This  is  abundantly  proved  by  its 
present  condition,  as  contrasted  with  what  it 
was  when  we  relieved  it  of  the  rule,  or  rather 
misrule,  of  its  half-crazy  and  wholly-incompe- 
tent king,  Thebaw. 

Brigandage,  or  Dacoity  as  it  is  there  called, 
had  become  so  rife  that  it  took  much  time  and 
many  valuable  lives  to  restore  law  and  order  in 
the  remoter  districts.  So  numerous  and  bold 
were  the  robber-bands,  that  they  did  not  hesi- 
tate to  raid  and  plunder  villages  and  towns,  or 
even  to  attack  isolated  posts  garrisoned  by  the 
newly-raised  civil  or  military  police;  while 
robberies  and  murders  were  of  almost  daily 
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occurrence.  But  a  wise  and  firm  administra- 
tion has  changed  all  this,  and  to-day  the  erst- 
while troubled  Dominion  of  the  Monarch  with 
the  Golden  Feet,  alias  the  King  of  the  White 
Elephants,  is  settled  and  flourishing.  This 
happy  result,  however,  has  had  one  regrettable 
effect :  it  has  caused  us  almost  to  forget  this 
important  chapter  of  recent  history — one  of  the 
most  notable  in  the  annals  of  our  Eastern 
Empire. 

If  this  imperfect-  story  tends  to  revive 
amongst  our  youth  some  little  interest  in  a 
province  possessing  such  remarkable  capabili- 
ties, and  which,  in  fact,  is  one  of  the  most 
valuable  of  our  Asiatic  possessions,  it  will  not 
have  been  written  in  vain. 

C.K.K. 
July  30,  1899. 
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THE    DACOIT'S    MINE 


CHAPTEK   I. 

A  TEMPTING  PROJECT. 

THE  cool  season  was  supposed  to  have  com- 
menced, and  still  it  was  pretty  hot  in  Upper 
Burmah.  At  any  rate,  Sub -Lieu  tenant  Eraser, 
of  the  17th  Goorkhas,  seemed  to  find  it  so — but, 
perhaps,  that  was  because  he  had  as  yet  scarcely 
become  acclimatised,  though  it  was  now  his 
second  year  in  the  country.  He  was  sitting 
in  his  shirt-sleeves  reading  a  novel  when  his 
Goorkha  servant  entered  and  announced  a 
visitor. 

' '  Ask  him  to  take  a  seat  in  the  verandah  a 
moment,"  said  young  Eraser,  as  he  hastily 
donned  his  fatigue  jacket  and  struggled  into 
his  boots.  "It  must  be  Jones,"  he  thought; 
"  though  how  he's  got  here  so  quickly  is  more 
than  I  can  imagine." 

Nevertheless,  Jones  it  was — his  old  school 
chum,  "Watkin  Jones,  who  had  lately  come  out 
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to  Burmah  as  a  clerk  in  the  employ  of  a 
firm  of  diamond  merchants.  Jack  Eraser  had 
written  to  him,  inviting  him  to  come  and 
spend  a  week  or  two  with  him  as  soon  as  he 
could  and  have  some  shooting,  for  game  of  all 
kinds  was  very  plentiful  about  Tegu,  which 
was  the  name  of  the  outlying  station  where 
his  Company  was  posted. 

"Hillo!  Wat,  old  fellow,  is  that  really 
you  ?  Why  you  must  have  flown  to  get  here 
so  soon  !  " 

"  I  was  lucky  enough  to  catch  the  weekly 
mail-boat,"  replied  Jones,  as  he  grasped  his 
friend's  proffered  hand  and  gave  it  a  hearty 
shake.  "And  so,"  he  continued,  "I  made 
the  most  of  the  opportunity,  especially  as  I 
have  to  be  back  at  Mandalay  within  twenty 
days." 

"You  did  right  then  to  lose  no  time,  and 
I'm  heartily  glad  to  see  you.  We'll  start 
to-morrow  morning  for  the  buffalo  country, 
and  I'll  show  you  some  grand  sport.  Luckily 
I  haven't  asked  for  more  than  a  day's  leave  for 
months,  so  I'm  sure  the  Major  will  make  no 
bones  about  giving  me  a  week  now." 

"Well,  I'm  not  so  keen  about  hunting. 
Jack,  unless  it's  fairly  safe,"  replied  his  friend, 
smiling;  "none  of  your  bloodthirsty  leopards 
or  man-eating  tigers  for  me,  you  know." 
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"  All  right,  old  man,  we'll  keep  clear  of  the 
jungle,  if  you  wish  it." 

"  Most  certainly.  My  aspirations  are  not  of 
the  highly  adventurous  sporting  type,  as  you 
know.  Besides,"  continued  Jones,  "  I  had 
another  project  in  view." 

"  Indeed !  what  is  it  ?  "  inquired  Jack.  "  But 
first  of  all,"  he  continued,  without  waiting  for 
an  answer,  "  come  inside  and  have  a  wash  and 
brush  down  while  I  order  some  supper,  for 
you  must  be  hungry.  Then  we  can  discuss 
this  scheme  of  yours  confortably  over  our 
coffee  and  cigarettes." 

"  Thanks  ;  that  will  suit  me  admirably,  and 
I  shall  be  much  surprised  if  you  don't  catch  on 
to  it,  Jack,  for  it  offers  no  lack  of  sport  as  well 
as  good  promise  of  gain." 

"  Ah,  that  is  a  very  rare  combination,"  said 
Jack.  "  You've  excited  my  curiosity,  and 
I  doubt  if  I  can  wait  till  after  supper." 

"  Oh,  nonsense.  It  will  keep  ! "  laughed 
Jones  as  he  turned  into  the  apartment  pointed 
out  to  him,  and  set  about  his  ablutions. 

A  couple  of  hours  later  the  two  friends 
were  comfortably  seated  in  the  verandah, 
smoking  and  conversing  in  the  balmy  evening 
air.  On  a  small  table  between  them  was 
placed  a  brass  tray  with  cups  of  steaming 
coffee,  and  a  box  of  cigarettes. 
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"  I  think  you'll  find  these  excellent,"  said 
Jack  as  he  handed  the  box  to  his  guest. 
uAnd  now  for  your  project,"  he  continued, 
helping  himself  to  a  cigarette  also ;  "  I'm  as 
curious  as  any  woman  to  know  what  it  is." 

"  Well,  to  begin  at  the  beginning,"  said 
"Wat,  after  taking  a  few  pulls  at  his  cigarette  ; 
"  you  know  my  father  was  an  army  surgeon, 
and  was  up  in  these  parts  with  his  regiment 
when  that  old  fool  Thebaw  was  kicked  off  his 
throne." 

"  Ah !  so  I  have  heard,"  assented  Eraser ; 
"  and  it  has  always  puzzled  me  why  you 
didn't  enter  the  service  instead  of  going  into  a 
merchant's  office." 

"For  a  very  good  reason,"  replied  Wat. 
"My  father  died  a  poor  man,  and  when  my 
maternal  uncle  came  forward  and  offered  me  a 
berth  in  his  office,  with  the  promise  of  eventual 
partnership  in  the  firm,  I  was  not  such  an  ass 
as  to  refuse  it." 

"  I  should  think  not !  "  observed  his  friend, 
"  especially  when  you  had  a  mother  and 
several  brothers  and  sisters  to  think  of.  So 
pray  go  on — I'll  not  interrupt  again." 

"Aren't  you  close  to  a  little  tributary  of 
the  Irrawaddy,  called  Tegu,  from  which  this 
locality  takes  its  name  ?  "  inquired  Wat,  with- 
out further  preamble. 
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"Yes,  and  I  keep  a  good  boat  on  it," 
answered  Jack. 

"Ah!  then  you  may  know  if  there  isn't 
another  smaller  stream  flowing  into  it  about 
thirty  miles  higher  up  ?  " 

"Yes;  but  it  isn't  navigable  even  for  a 
canoe.  In  fact,  it's  merely  a  mountain  torrent 
into  which  a  small  lake  discharges  itself  about 
twenty  miles  further  inland." 

"  Exactly ! "  cried  Jones  excitedly.  "You've 
described  the  very  spot ! " 

"What  spot,  old  man?" 

"  The  spot  I'm  in  search  of." 

"  Eh  ?     I  don't  understand." 

"No,  of  course;  I  must  explain,"  said  Wat, 
endeavouring  to  speak  calmly.  "I've  been 
going  too  fast.  I  meant  to  tell  you  that  near 
this  station  the  regiment  my  father  served 
with  had  a  brush  with  the  retreating  Burmese. 
When  the  fight  was  over  several  of  the  latter 
were  left  dead  or  wounded  upon  the  ground. 
After  attending  to  such  of  our  own  fellows  as 
required  his  aid,  my  father  turned  to  the  poor 
Burmese  who  had  likewise  been  brought  in. 
One  of  these — a  fine  athletic  young  man — 
seemed  almost  beyond  human  aid.  Besides 
having  been  shot  through  the  body,  he  had 
had  his  right  cheek  laid  open  by  a  bayonet. 
Nevertheless,  my  father  took  him  in  hand, 
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and  by  several  weeks'  unremitting  attention 
eventually  succeeded  in  completely  curing 
him." 

"Well  done!"  said  Jack;  "I  hope  the 
fellow  made  some  return  to  your  father  for  all 
his  care  and  attention." 

"  He  was  most  grateful,"  replied  Wat ;  "  and 
have  you  noticed  this  beautiful  ruby  in  my 
scarf-pin  ?  "  he  continued,  holding  back  his 
head  so  that  his  friend  could  see  the  jewel. 

"Yes,  it's  a  magnificent  stone.  I  could 
scarcely  keep  my  eyes  off  it  all  supper  time." 

"  Well,  the  Burmese  soldier  gave  it  to  my 
father  and  told  him  he  would  show  him  where 
there  were  plenty  more  like  it." 

"  But  he  didn't  keep  his  word,"  observed 
Eraser  sharply ;  "or  your  father  would  not 
<have  died  the  poor  man  you  say  he  did." 

"  That's  true  enough,"  answered  Jones 
quietly,  "but  it  was  through  no  fault  of  the 
Burman." 

"  How  so  ?  "  inquired  Jack,  who  was  now 
intensely  interested. 

"  Because  that  very  day  the  regiment  re- 
ceived orders  to  fall  back  upon  Jevoy,  nearly 
half-way  to  Mandalay." 

"  How  very  tantalising  !  "  exclaimed  Fraser. 
"Then  he  never  reaped  any  advantage  from 
the  man's  offer  ?  " 
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"  No,  except  indirectly,  in  being  able  to 
leave  an  account  of  the  incident,  together  with 
a  rough  plan  of  the  locality,  with  his  other 
effects  to  his  family.  He  always  intended 
returning  after  the  country  became  more 
settled  to  look  for  the  mine,  but  soon  afterwards 
he  succumbed  to  the  climate  and  his  arduous 
duties,  and  was  invalided  back  to  England,  too 
late,  alas  !  " 

Wat  turned  away  his  head  for  a,  moment, 
and  puffed  vigorously  at  his  cigarette,  to  hide 
the  emotion  which  the  sad  recollection  of  that 
trying  time  stirred  up. 

"  "What  became  of  the  plan  you  mentioned  ?  '* 
asked  Jack,  more  with  the  laudatory  object  of 
diverting  his  friend's  thoughts  than  anything 
else. 

To  his  surprise,  Wat  put  his  hand  into  the 
breast-pocket  of  his  coat,  and  drawing  out  an 
old  leather  case,  handed  it  over  to  him. 

Jack  reverently  unfastened  the  clasp,  for  he 
felt  instinctively  that  this  had  been  the  outer 
cover  of  the  good  doctor's  case  of  instruments. 
In  one  of  the  capacious  pockets  was  a  small 
packet  wrapped  in  oiled  silk  and  carefully  tied 
with  thread.  In  the  other  was  a  large  envelope 
containing  a  cabinet  photo  of  Surgeon  Jones, 
evidently  taken  a  few  years  before  his  death. 
Fraser  could  not  help  being  struck  by  the 
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likeness  it  presented  to  his  friend  "Wat.  There 
was  the  same  profusion  of  dark,  curly  hair, 
crowning  a  well-shaped  head,  the  same  regular 
features,  bushy  eyebrows  and  kindly  expression 
of  face. 

Jack  quickly  replaced  the  photograph  and 
untied  the  little  package  he  had  first  noticed, 
It  contained  a  rough  map  of  the  district  imme- 
diately north  of  the  station,  showing  the  junc- 
tion of  the  Tegu  river  with  the  Irrawaddy, 
together  with  the  stream  and  lake  already 
referred  to.  A  smaller  lake  was  also  delineated 
a  little  further  to  the  north,  and  at  a  point 
nearly  equidistant  between  the  two  a  small 
area  was  dotted  or  shaded  over  with  ink  and 
marked  "  Euby  Ground."  A  note  on  the 
margin  of  the  map  stated  that  the  heart  of  the 
mine  lay  in  a  depression  at  the  foot  of  a  low 
ridge  of  rocks  having  a  vein  of  gneiss  running 
through  them. 


CHAPTER   II. 

A   NOT   UNEVENTFUL  START. 

THE  two  friends  sat  up  till  the  small  hours  of 
the  night  discussing  the  fascinating  project 
which  Jones  had  unfolded,  and  only  turned  in 
,when  they  had  decided  upon  their  plan  of 
action. 

In  return  for  Jack's  help,  Wat  insisted  that 
they  should  share  and  share  alike  in  the 
treasures  that  they  were  sanguine  enough  to 
believe  awaited  them  at  the  spot  which  the 
grateful  Burman  had  revealed  to  old  Doctor 
Jones. 

"  You'll  be  better  able  to  find  the  way 
through  the  jungle  than  I  shall,"  he  said,  "for 
I've  had  no  experience  of  the  country  as  yet, 
while  you  are  doubtless  accustomed  to  making 
hunting  excursions  into  the  neighbouring 
hills." 

"  That's  so,  old  fellow ;  I'll  be  your  guide, 
philosopher,  and  friend,"  replied  Jack  ;  "  and 
I  hope  our  partnership  will  prove  mutually 
satisfactory  and  profitable." 

"  You  think  there'll  be  no  danger  or  trouble 
with  the  natives,  Jack.  Eemember  I'm  not  a 
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man  of  war,  and  should  have  as  much  objection 
to  potting  anyone  as  being  potted  myself — 
which  is  saying  a  great  deal." 

"  Never  fear,  old  man,  the  odds  are  greatly 
against  anything  of  that  sort.  Dacoity  appears 
to  be  dying  out  in  this  neighbourhood,  and 
we've  not  had  so  much  as  a  Skirmish  with  the 
scoundrels  since  our  fellows  scattered  Ningo's 
band  last  autumn." 

Jones  did  not  reply,  but  he  was  evidently* 
far  from  reassured. 

t(  Anyhow,"  continued  Eraser,  "it's  surely 
worth  running  a  little  risk  to  obtain  possession 
of  a  mine  like  this!  "  and  handing  his  friend  a 
candle,  he  proceeded  to  show  him  to  his  room. 
'<  There  you'll  find  as  good  a  shake-down  as 
is  to  be  had  in  these  parts,"  he  said,  pointing 
to  a  small  camp  bed  in  the  further  corner  of 
the  apartment. 

"  Thanks,  Jack ;  I've  no  doubt  I  shall  be 
very  comfortable,  and  only  wish  the  prospect 
was  as  good  for  the  following  nights.  I'm 
anxious  to  find  the  ruby  mine,  but  I  wish  it 
didn't  entail  roughing  it — I  hate  discomfort  of 
any  kind ! " 

"Ah!  ah!"  laughed  Jack.  "Then  what 
business  had  you  to  leave  old  England  ?  " 

"  Necessity,  my  dear  fellow — nothing  but 
the  direst  necessity.  Good-night." 
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"  Good-night,  and  ruby  dreams  attend  you  !  " 
cried  Jack,  as  he  departed  for  his  own 
room. 

Wat  was  soon  in  bed,  but  getting  to  sleep 
was  another  matter.  His  brain  was  too  excited 
to  settle  down  all  at  once,  and  he  found  himself 
again  and  again  going  over  the  conversation 
which  he  had  had  with  Fraser.  In  the  dark- 
ness and  stillness  of  the  night  his  misgivings 
as  to  whether  the  adventure  might  not  prove 
a  more  dangerous  one  than  the  object  justified 
became  greatly  intensified.  So  that  when  at  last 
he  fell  asleep,  through  sheer  weariness,  it  was  to 
fall  into  dreams  more  troubled  even  than  his 
waking  thoughts. 

He  scarcely  seemed  to  have  escaped  from 
one  horrible  nightmare  than  he  was  in  the  grip 
of  another.  At  one  moment  he  was  engaged 
in  a  life  and  death  struggle  with  a  fierce 
Dacoit,  and  at  another  he  was  endeavouring  to 
climb  up  the  face  of  an  almost  perpendicular 
cliff  in  order  to  avoid  being  caught  and  over- 
whelmed in  a  devastating  flood.  So  that  it 
was  a  positive  relief  when  morning  came,  and 
the  only  water  in  evidence  was  that  which  the 
Goorkha  servant  was  pouring  into  a  large  tub 
for  the  sahib's  benefit. 

When  the  young  Englishman  had  availed 
himself  of  this  extemporised  bath,  he  felt  ready 
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to  laugh  at  his  doubts  and  dreams,  and  to  make 
light  of  the  difficulties  and  dangers  which 
might  beset  him  and  his  chum  in  their  search 
for  the  ruby  mine. 

He  put  on  a  suit  of  light  gabardine,  which 
he  had  brought  with  him  from  England  for 
this  very  expedition,  and  with  his  lower  ex- 
tremities encased  in  shooting  boots  and  gaiters 
he  looked  fit  for  anywhere.  At  least,  so  Jack 
geemed  to  think,  to  judge  by  his  approving 
exclamation  as  he  came  in  to  greet  him. 

"  Bravo  !  "  he  cried  ;  "  that's  a  sensible  rig- 
out.  But  hurry  up,  old  fellow,  breakfast  is 
waiting." 

"  Glad  to  hear  it,"  replied  Wat,  «  for  I've 
been  contending  against  all  sorts  of  horrors  in 
my  dreams,  and  feel  the  need  of  some  refresh- 
ment." 

"  Aha !  "  laughed  Eraser,  "  I  fear  you  are 
one  of  those  unlucky  chaps  with  a  vivid 
imagination.  You'd  never  do  for  a  soldier ! " 

"I  should  die  a  thousand  deaths  before 
every  engagement,"  said  Wat,  as  he  followed 
his  chum  into  the  little  parlour. 

"Now  sit  down  and  make  a  good  square 
meal,"  said  Jack ;  "  I've  sent  Golam  off  with 
a  note  to  headquarters,  and  we  must  be  ready 
to  start  the  moment  he  returns." 

"But  suppose  the  Major  refuses  to  grant 


One  of  the  Right  Sort.  2 1 

the  necessary  leave — what  shall  we  do  then?" 
asked  Wat,  anxiously. 

"  Make  a  personal  application,  to  be  sure," 
replied  Jack;  "  he'd  never  hold  out  against 
that — too  fond  of  sport  himself.  '  A  fellow- 
feeling' — you  know  the  saying."  And  the 
young  officer  laughed,  and  proceeded  to  help 
himself  to  another  slice  of  tinned  tongue. 

Jones  did  not  feel  quite  so  sanguine  about  the 
matter,  and  was  much  relieved  in  mind  when 
presently  the  servant  returned  and  handed  to 
his  master  a  slip  of  paper  on  which  were 
scrawled  the  words,  "  Take  a  fortnight  if  you 
like,"  and  the  initials,  «  G.  H.  W." 

"  Hurrah  !  Long  live  "Walton  !  "  exclaimed 
Jack;  "I  knew  he'd  do  it.  Isn't  he  a  jolly 
good  fellow  ? "  he  continued,  throwing  the 
paper  across  to  Wat.  "  I  only  asked  for  a 
week  or  ten  days,  and  he  gives  me  a  fort- 
night." 

"He's  one  of  the  right  sort,"  acquiesced 
Wat,  "and  we'll  not  abuse  his  kindness.  You 
must  be  back  punctually  to  time." 

f<  Yes,"  assented  Jack,  "even  if  we  have  to 
forego  the  rubies  !  " 

Wat's  face  fell,  but  he  loyally  nodded  assent 
as  he  returned  the  scrap  of  paper  to  his  friend. 

In  less  than  an  hour's  time  their  preparations 
were  completed,  and  the  necessary  supply  of 
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stores  and  ammunition  was  conveyed  to  the 
boat,  which  lay  moored  in  a  tiny  bay  about  a 
mile  distant. 

Besides  his  Goorkha  servant,  Fraser  engaged 
a  Biirman  named  Wadda,  to  assist  in  rowing 
and  to  take  charge  of  the  boat  when  they  had 
no  further  use  for  it. 

,  The  Tegu  has  rather  a  strong  current  in 
some  places,  and  though  all  in  turn  pulled 
steadily  at  the  oars,  and  only  a  brief  halt  was 
made  in  the  hottest  part  of  the  day,  it  was  almost 
dark  before  they  reached  the  little  tributary 
marked  on  the  plan.  Here  they  landed  and 
prepared  to  pass  the  night  under  the  shelter  of 
some  big  trees.  A  fire  was  lighted  and  a  kettle 
of  water  set  to  boil,  while  several  bundles  of 
reeds  were  cut  and  spread,  and  the  waterproof 
sheets  which  they  had  brought  were  laid  ovei 
them  to  sleep  upon. 

Golam  soon  had  a  capital  supper  ready,  and 
after  doing  it  full  justice  the  young  adventurers 
wrapped  themselves  up  in  their  rugs,  and, 
tired  out  with  the  day's  exertions,  they  quickty 
fell  asleep.  The  two  attendants  cleared  away 
the  pots  and  pans,  and  then  having  replenished 
the  fire,  they,  too,  lost  no  time  in  following 
their  master's  example. 

It  must  have  been  about  an  hour  before  sun- 
rise, to  judge  by  the  appearance  of  the  eastern 
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sky,  when  Jack,  who  was  a  very  light  sleeper, 
was  awakened  by  hearing  the  word  "  Sahib  " 
whispered  close  to  his  ear. 

Opening  his  eyes  and  starting  up  from  the 
ground,  he  saw  Golam  bending  over  him.  The 
man  had  his  finger  raised  to  his  lips  in  token 
of  silence. 

"  What's  the  matter,  Go?"  asked  the  young 
officer  beneath  his  breath. 

"  The  Burman,  Sahib  !  where  is  he  ?  "  was 
the  disquieting  answer. 

"  Wadda,  you  mean  !  Is  he  not  here  ?  "  in- 
quired the  astonished  Eraser. 

"  No,  Sahib,  he  lay  down  beside  me  last 
night,  but  when  I  awoke  I  found  his  blanket 
empty.  He  is  gone  !  " 

Fraser  opened  his  eyes  wider  than  ever  and 
gave  a  low  whistle. 

"Hist !  someone  is  coming !  Lie  still,  Sahib." 

The  lieutenant  followed  his  servant's  advice 
and  lay  back,  resting  on  his  elbow,  to  watch 
what  happened. 

Meanwhile  the  Goorkha  had  thrown  himself 
down  upon  his  hands  and  knees,  and  was  crawl- 
ing towards  a  large  tree  a  few  paces  distant 
on  the  landward  side  of  the  camp,  and  in  the 
direction  whence  he  had  caught  the  sound  of 
approaching  footsteps.  He  had  barely  reached 
the  tree  and  crouched  behind  it,  when  a  dark 
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figure  emerged  from  a  smaller  clump  beyond 
and  stealthily  approached  the  spot.  There  was 
just  light  enough  in  that  direction  for  Jack  to 
see  that  the  figure  resembled  "Wadda's,  and  he 
wondered  what  the  fellow  could  have  been 
doing,  prowling  back  to  camp  in  that  suspicious 
manner;  for  every  now  and  then  the  man 
stopped  and  appeared  to  be  listening,  then 
advanced  a  few  yards  nearer  and  stopped  again. 
Presently  he  arrived  within  a  few  feet  of  the 
tree  behind  which  Golam  had  taken  up  his 
position.  Fraser  saw  the  latter  preparing  to 
spring  forth  upon  the  slinking  Burman,  and  he 
felt  himself  quivering  with  suppressed  excite- 
ment. 

Suddenly  there  was  a  confused  noise,  a  half- 
choking  cry  and  a  heavy  fall. 

Jack  sprang  to  his  feet,  and  in  his  haste  to 
reach  the  scene  of  action  fell  over  his  friend 
"Wat,  who,  awakened  by  the  noise,  had  also 
half  risen  from  the  ground. 

"  Help  !  murder  !  "  cried  "Wat,  grappling 
desperately  with  the  form  above  him. 

He  had  been  dreaming  that  the  camp  was 
beset  by  Dacoits,  and  he  now  fancied  that  he 
was  engaged  in  a  life  and  death  struggle  with 
one  of  them. 

"Let  me  go,  man  !  It  is  I,  Eraser,"  cried 
the  lieutenant,  shaking  himself  free. 
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Perhaps  he  would  not  have  found  that  so 
easy,  for  Wat  was  a  splendid  athlete,  had  not 
the  latter  discovered  his  mistake  at  the  same 
moment  and  relinquished  his  grasp. 

A  few  strides  brought  Jack  to  the  foot  of 
the  big  tree,  and  just  beyond  it  he  could 
discern  the  dim  outline  of  a  man  apparently 
stooping  over  a  prostrate  figure.  It  was  his 
servant  Golam  who  had  his  hands  on  the  throat 
and  his  knees  on  the  chest  of  Wadda. 

"  Hillo  !  What  is  the  meaning  of  all  this  ?  " 
exclaimed  Fraser.  "  Unhand  the  man,  Go,  and 
let  him  speak  for  himself  before  it  is  too  late ; 
you  are  throttling  him." 

The  Goorkha  did  as  he  was  bidden,  only 
taking  the  precaution  to  draw  his  kookrie  in 
case  of  need,  and  spurning  the  Burman  with 
his  foot,  he  told  him  to  rise.  This  seemed,  how- 
ever, to  be  almost  more  than  the  half-choked 
wretch  could  do  at  the  moment,  and  he  merely 
sat  up  and  gasped  for  breath. 

Meanwhile  Wat  had  come  up  and  was  eager 
for  information. 

"  What's  all  the  fuss  about — have  they  been 
fighting  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  Wait  a  moment  and  you  will  hear,"  re- 
plied Jack ;  "  though  if  you  had  detained  me 
another  half- minute,"  he  continued,  with  a  grim 
smile,  UI  doubt  if  our  Mend  Wadda  would 
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have  been   capable  of  affording  the  required 
information." 

Jones  understood  what  his  chum  meant,  and 
glanced  curiously  at  the  Goorkha.  But  the 
latter  appeared  to  be  unconscious  of  having 
done  anything  unusual.  He  was  standing  at 
attention  and  looking  straight  before  him. 


CHAPTEK    III. 

WADDA  THROWS    OFF  THE   MASK. 

IN  a  few  minutes  the  Burman  had  sufficiently 
recovered  to  be  able  to  give  an  account  of  him- 
self, but  it  did  not  prove  at  all  a  satisfactory 
one. 

All  he  would  say  was,  "  Me  eatee  big  sup- 
per, me  no  feelee  well ;  me  walkee  'bout  a 
bit." 

"  Well,  you  shall  walk  back  to  where  you 
came  from  as  soon  as  it  is  light  enough," 
replied  Jack,  carelessly. 

But  although  he  affected  to  make  light  of  the 
matter  before  his  comrade  he  did  not  feel  at  all 
comfortable  in  his  own  mind.  The  more  he 
thought  of  the  Burman' s  conduct  the  more 
suspicious  he  considered  it,  and  the  more 
uneasy  he  became  as  to  the  possible  conse- 
quences. What  if  the  fellow  were  a  spy  in  the 
employ  of  the  Dacoit  chief  Mngo,  and  had 
stolen  out  of  the  camp  to  give  him  informa- 
tion of  their  expedition  ?  The  idea  was,  to 
say  the  least,  an  unpleasant  one,  and  he  deter- 
mined to  question  Golam  as  to  the  circum- 
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stances  of  "Wadda's  engagement,  for  he  had 
only  taken  the  latter  on  Golam's  suggestion. 

Accordingly,  having  asked  "Wat  to  light  a 
fire  and  boil  a  kettleful  of  water  in  readiness 
for  breakfast,  he  ordered  the  Goorkha  to 
march  his  prisoner  down  to  the  boat.  Here 
a  cord  was  procured  with  which  the  stolid 
Burman  was  securely  tied  to  a  young  sapling 
that  grew  near;  and  then,  drawing  Golam 
aside,  Eraser  inquired  where  he  had  picked  up 
such  a  suspicious  character. 

"  He  saw  me  starting  off  to  make  the  boat 
ready  this  morning,  Sahib,  and  offered  to  help," 
answered  the  soldier,  "  so  I  let  him  carry  the 
oars  and  rudder  for  me,  as  I  had  almost  more 
than  I  could  manage." 

"  Did  you  know  anything  about  the  man  ?  " 

"No,  Sahib,  I  had  never  seen  him  before. 
He  told  me  his  name  was  "Wadda,  and  that  he 
had  come  from  a  neighbouring  village  in  search 
of  work  as  his  wife  and  children  were  starving. 
He  said  the  Dacoits  had  carried  off  nearly  half 
their  store  of  rice  last  autumn,  just  before  we 
chased  them  out  of  the  country." 

"  Umph !"  exclaimed  the  lieutenant,  thought- 
fully, "  a  very  plausible  story  no  doubt,  but 
scarcely  sufficient  to  warrant  your  recommend- 
ing the  fellow  as  a  suitable  man  to  assist  in 
rowing  us  up  here.  However,"  he  continued, 
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good-naturedly, — for  even  in  the  dim  light  of 
the  breaking  day  he  saw  the  faithful  Golam's 
countenance  lengthen, — "  you  doubtless  acted 
from  the  best  possible  motive.  I  ought  to 
have  questioned  you  more  about  the  man  at  the 
time.'7 

"He  worked  so  hard  at  bailing  out  and 
cleaning  the  boat  that  I  thought  he  would  be  a 
useful  man  to  have,"  explained  the  Goorkha 
apologetically.  "Especially,"  he  added,  "as 
from  the  way  he  handled  the  oars  I  could  see 
he  was  accustomed  to  boats." 

The  officer  did  not  reply;  he  was  lost  in 
thought.  To  tell  the  truth  he  felt,  in  American 
parlance,  rather  "  cheap."  What  he  had  just 
learned  from  his  servant  only  tended  to  con- 
firm his  previous  suspicions.  And,  supposing 
the  Burman  really  were  a  spy,  how  completely 
he  had  been  deceived  by  him.  He  had  actually 
given  him  a  seat  in  his  own  boat,  and  so,  per- 
haps, unwittingly  aided  him  in  his  design  of 
carrying  information  of  their  expedition  to  the 
nearest  Dacoit  camp.  If  this  supposition  were 
correct,  their  enterprise  was  foredoomed  to 
failure,  and  if  persevered  in  it  might  not  im- 
probably have  the  most  fatal  consequences  for 
himself  and  his  companions.  For  the  lieutenant 
was  well  aware  that  the  Dacoits'  favourite 
tactics  were  to  lay  wait  for  and  surprise  any 
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small  parties  who  ventured  near  their  haunts. 
His  belief  that  Ningo  and  his  band  had  per- 
manently quitted  the  district  was  rudely  shaken 
by  the  strange  behaviour  of  Wadda. 

As  it  grew  lighter,  however,  and  Wat's 
cheery  voice  was  heard  calling  out  that  the 
kettle  was  boiling,  a  slight  reaction  set  in,  and 
the  young  officer  began  to  take  a  less  gloomy 
view  of  the  matter.  "  After  all,"  he  reasoned 
with  himself,  "the  rascal  may  not  have  any- 
thing to  do  with  Dacoits— suspicious  as  his  con- 
duct seems — and  even  if  he  has,  he  may  not  yet 
have  succeeded  in  communicating  with  any  of 
them. 

"  Ah  !  happy  thought !  "  he  suddenly  ex- 
claimed aloud,  as  an  idea  struck  him.  "  Golam  ! " 

"  Yes,  Sahib." 

"  Make  the  boat  ready  to  cast  off,  but  keep 
an  eye  on  the  prisoner." 

The  Goorkha  saluted,  and  at  once  set  about 
executing  the  order,  while  Eraser  ran  back  to 
tell  his  chum  what  he  had  decided  upon.  He 
found  the  latter  busily  engaged  in  stirring  a 
panful  of  oatmeal  porridge. 

u Bravo,  Wat!"  he  cried,  "I  had  no  idea 
you  could  cook — my  word  !  that  porridge  looks 
good." 

'•'  And  I  think  you'll  find  it  tastes  as  good  as 
it  looks,"  answered  Wat  confidently.  "You 
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see,"  he  continued  jocularly,  "  I  should  dc 
for  the  commissariat  better  than  the  fighting 
line !  " 

"  Ah  !  ah  !  "  laughed  Jack,  "  and  a  very  use- 
full  role,  too,  for  you  know  it  is  said  that  an 
army  fights  on  its  stomach  ! " 

"  Which  means,  I  suppose,  that  the  better  it 
is  fed  the  better  it  is  likely  to  fight! " 

"Exactly." 

"  Well,  I  don't  think  any  amount  of  good 
feeding  would  give  me  much  stomach  for  fight- 
ing ! "  replied  Jones,  so  comically  that  his  com- 
panion burst  into  a  fit  of  laughter. 

"  I  don't  see  anything  to  laugh  at,  old  man," 
continued  Jones,  in  the  same  serio-comic  strain. 
"It  might  prove  terribly  inconvenient  if  we 
should  chance  to  stumble  upon  a  stray  band  of 
Dacoits." 

"To  be  sure,"  answered  Jack,  as  soon  as  he 
could  control  his  voice  after  another  convulsion 
of  laughter;  "  extremely  inconvenient,  I  should 
say,  for  the  unfortunate  Dacoit  who  chanced  to 
stumble  over  you  as  you  lay  in  hiding  behind 
some  bush.  Why,  my  arms  tingle  yet  where 
you  seized  them  just  now  in  your  iron  grip, 
thinking  I  was  a  midnight  marauder." 

"  Ah,  yes,  my  good  fellow !  but  that  was 
merely  instinct — an  unconscious  effort  at  self- 
preservation,"  protested  Jones. 
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"  Well,  all  you've  got  to  do  is  to  trust  in 
that  instinct,"  replied  Jack,  laughing,  "and 
woe  betide  the  poor  wretch  who  falls  into  your 
clutches!" 

"  What  have  you  done  with  that  Burmese 
chap?"  asked  Wat,  abruptly  changing  the 
subject. 

"Ah!  that  is  what  I  came  to  talk  about," 
said  Jack,  poking  the  fire  with  the  toe  of  his 
boot.  "  I've  got  a  splendid  idea !  " 

"What  is  it?" 

"  To  put  him  across  the  river,  and  let  him 
find  his  way  home  from  there." 

"But  why  take  the  trouble  to  do  that  when 
it  would  be  just  as  easy  to  dismiss  him  here?" 
objected  Wat.  "  We  must  not  waste  any  time, 
or  both  your  leave  and  mine  will  expire  before 
we  can  attain  our  object ;  and  goodness  knows," 
he  added  emphatically,  "when  we  shall  get 
another  opportunity  if  we  lose  this." 

"True,"  replied  Jack,  "you  have  expressed 
my  sentiments  to  the  very  letter." 

He  was  greatly  relieved  and  delighted  to 
find  that  his  friend's  resolution  had  not  been  at 
all  shaken  by  the  somewhat  startling  incident 
of  their  first  night's  bivouac,  and  it  led  him  to 
take  him  more  into  his  confidence. 

"But  you  know,"  he  continued,  "there's 
such  a  thing  as  '  making  more  haste  than  good 
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speed.5  And  to  tell  the  truth,"  he  added, 
lowering  his  voice  almost  to  a  whisper,  "  I 
don't  feel  over  comfortable  about  that  Burman. 
His  conduct  is,  to  say  the  least,  very  suspicious." 

"  But  what  harm  could  the  fellow  do  us  ?  " 
persisted  Wat.  "  He  is  only  one  to  three ; 
and  as  you  say  there  are  no  Dacoits  now  in 
this  part  of  the  country,  he  could  not  betray  us 
if  he  wanted  to  do  it.'7 

UI  certainly  don't  think  there  can  be  any 
large  band  of  Dacoits  in  the  neighbourhood, 
or  our  patrols  would  have  discovered  and  re- 
ported them,"  replied  Jack ;  "  but  there  might 
possibly  be  one  or  two  small  parties  prowling 
about,  and  it  is  just  as  well  to  be  cautious." 

"  By  all  means,"  acquiesced  Wat,  devoutly. 
"  And  now,"  he  continued,  "  I  understand  your 
object  in  proposing  to  transfer  the  obliging 
Wadda  to  the  other  side  of  the  Tegu  river.  It 
will  interpose  a  formidable  barrier  between  him 
and  any  of  his  Dacoit  friends  who  may  be 
roaming  about  in  the  vicinity  of  our  El  Dorado." 

"  Exactly,"  answered  Jack  ;  "  and  if  you'll 
just  keep  the  pot  boiling  a  few  minutes  longer, 
I'll  help  Golam  to  row  the  Burman  across,  and 
then  we'll  have  breakfast  and  be  off." 

It  did  not  take  the  young  officer  and  his 
servant  very  long  to  transport  their  prisoner  to 
the  opposite  side  of  the  stream. 
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"  Now  get  back  to  your  village,  and  mind 
you  don't  let  me  see  you  again  near  one  of  our 
posts,  or  I  will  have  you  arrested  and  tried  as  a 
spy,"  said  Fraser  to  the  Burman,  as  he  un- 
corded his  hands  and  set  him  ashore. 

The  released  man  sprang  nimbly  up  the  bank 
without  saying  a  word  in  reply  and  was  soon 
out  of  sight  in  the  dense  scrub.  Fraser  ordered 
Golam  to  push  off  and  row  back  to  camp.  Before 
they  had  reached  mid-stream,  however,  the  latter 
uttered  an  exclamation  of  surprise,  and,  looking 
up,  Jack  saw  that  Wadda  had  reappeared  on  the 
edge  of  the  jungle. 

"  Ah !  ah !  The  Feringhee  is  a  fool,"  cried 
the  man.  * c  He  will  see  Wadda  again  very  soon, 
and  then  Wadda  will  spit  in  h^s  face,  ah !  ah ! " 
And  with  a  low,  mocking  safaam  the  Bnrman 
turned  and  sprang  back  in  the  jungle. 

Jack  caught  up  his  rifle  which  lay  close  beside 
him  on  the  thwarts,  but  before  he  could  raise 
the  weapon  to  his  shoulder  the  rascal  had  dis- 
appeared into  the  thick  foliage. 

"Dacoitspy,  Sahib!"  exclaimed  the  Goorkha, 
as  he  continued  to  pull  steadily  at  his  oars. 
Jack  bit  his  lip  and  with  difficulty  restrained 
himself  from  firing  his  rifle  at  the  spot  where 
the  Burman  had  vanished,  or  giving  way  to  the 
impulse  to  return  and  pursue  him.  A  moment's 
reflection,  however,  convinced  him  that  such 
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action  would  be  useless,  and  he  contented  him- 
self with  trying  to  contrive  a  means  to  frustrate 
any  attempt  at  treachery. 

On  reaching  the  camp  he  acquainted  his  chum 
with  what  had  taken  place,  and  they  discussed 
the  situation  quietly  over  their  breakfast. 
Neither  of  them  was  inclined  to  take  the  Bur- 
man's  parting  speech  too  seriously — regarding  it 
chiefly  as  empty  bravado — yet  it  certainly  did 
not  tend  to  allay  their  previous  misgivings. 

"As  the  fellow  is  doubtless  aware  of  our 
plans  to  a  certain  extent,"  said  Eraser,  "it  might 
be  as  well  to  make  some  alteration  in  them." 

"  By  all  means,"  acquiesced  Jones.  "  What 
do  you  propose  ?  " 

Jack  drained  his  cup  of  coffee  and  sat  thinking 
for  a  minute  or  two  before  replying.  Then  he 
said — 

"  Well,  you  see,  we  were  to  have  marched  up 
this  little  rivulet  to  its  source,  as  shown  on 
your  sketch,  but  in  order  to  throw  Wadda 
or  any  other  possible  spy  off  the  scent,  so  to 
speak,  I  think  we  had  better  take  some  other 
route." 

"A  very  good  idea,  if  it  is  only  practicable," 
answered  Wat.  "But  might  we  not  lose  our 
way  altogether  if  we  abandoned  the  path  which 
you  have  previously  followed  ?  Besides,"  he 
continued  dubiously,  "  what  is  to  prevent  any 


36  Wadda  Throws  Off  the  Mask. 

supposed  spy  from  discovering  our  change  of 
route?1' 

"  The  fact  that  I  have  brought  a  small  pocket 
compass  with  me  disposes  of  the  first  objection," 
answered  Jack,  confidently;  "and  a  plan  I  have 
thought  of  may  perhaps  satisfy  you  with  regard 
to  the  second." 

«  What  is  it  ?  "  asked  Wat  eagerly. 

"  To  make  a  grand  parade  of  laying  up  our 
boat  at  the  mouth  of  the  stream,  and  then  to 
march  inland  as  if  following  out  our  original 
intention,"  explained  Jack.  "But  after  pro- 
ceeding a  mile  or  two  and  getting  well  under 
cover  of  the  forest,"  he  continued,  "  we  might 
halt  and  lie  quiet  until  sunset.  Then  we 
could  quietly  retrace  our  steps,  take  to  our  boat 
once  more,  and  row  some  ten  or  twelve  miles 
further  up  the  river." 

"  Ah !  and  strike  a  bee-line  from  there  direct 
to  our  destination,  I  suppose,"  broke  in  Wat. 

"  Precisely,  old  fellow ;  only,  of  course,  we'd 
wait  for  daylight  before  venturing  far  from  the 
river." 

"  I  think  it's  a  splendid  idea,"  cried  Wat, 
"  if  it  were  not  for  the  great  drawback  of  losing 
a  whole  day." 

"  The  loss  of  time  will  not  be  so  great  as  you 
seem  to  think,"  answered  Jack ;  "for  higher  up 
the  Tegu  flows  more  from  the  East,  and  ten 
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miles  from  here  we  shall  be  nearer  to  the  lakes 
than  we  are  now.  Besides,  we  can  rest  and 
sleep  all  this  afternoon  and  be  fresh  for  the 
night  work." 

After  some  further  discussion  it  was  finally 
decided  to  carry  this  scheme  into  effect,  and 
without  more  ado  the  boat  was  pulled  into  the 
mouth  of  the  smaller  stream  and  made  fast  to 
the  roots  of  a  large  tree  which  overhung  the 
water.  Then  a  sailcloth  was  stretched  across 
the  little  craft  to  make  believe  it  was  intended 
to  leave  her  there  for  a  considerable  time.  After 
which  the  adventurers  ostentatiously  shouldered 
their  guns  and  knapsacks  and  marched  off  in 
the  direction  of  the  lakes. 

*  *  *  # 

They  had  scarcely  disappeared  into  the  depths 
of  the  vast  forest  of  teak,  which  bordered  both 
sides  of  the  stream,  up  the  course  of  which  their 
route  lay,  when  a  figure  emerged  from  the  cover 
of  the  bushes  on  the  further  bank  of  the  Tegu, 
and  diving  boldly  into  the  water,  commenced  to 
swim  rapidly  across. 


CIIAPTEK  IV. 

A     LIVELY     NIGHT. 

THERE  was  just  enough  starlight  to  enable  any- 
one to  discern  objects  a  few  paces  distant  when 
the  two  young  Englishmen  and  their  Goorkha 
attendant  retraced  their  steps  to  the  river. 

They  found  the  boat  where  they  had  left  it, 
and  it  was  only  the  work  of  a  few  minutes  to 
take  their  places,  unloose  the  fastenings,  and 
push  silently  out  into  the  stream. 

"I'll  keep  her  close  to  the  bank,"  whispered 
Jack,  who  was  steering,  "  and  mind  you  both 
row  as  quietly  as  possible  until  we  get  well 
away  from  this  spot." 

"  All  right,"  answered  "Wat,  cheerily,  under 
his  breath. 

He  had  rowed  in  the  Cambridge  eight,  and 
felt  almost  happy  with  his  strong  hands  grasp- 
ing an  oar,  even  though  he  was  now  embarked 
on  a  somewhat  more  risky  enterprise  than  a 
boat-race.  He  had  taken  the  stroke  oar,  and 
Golam  faithfully  imitated  the  regular  and 
almost  noiseless  rise  and  dip  of  the  shimmering 
blade.  Eraser  on  his  part  skilfully  steered  the 
38 
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boat  sufficiently  near  to  the  eastern  bank  of 
the  stream  to  keep  her  within  the  deep  shadow 
of  the  lofty  teak  trees,  and  yet  not  so  close  as 
to  endanger  breaking  an  oar  against  their  huge 
roots. 

For  nearly  an  hour  all  went  well.  Then  as 
they  rounded  a  rather  sharp  bend,  where  the 
river  flowed  more  from  the  eastward,  Jack  gave 
the  word  to  increase  the  pace,  as  he  considered 
there  was  no  longer  any  particular  need  for 
caution. 

"  Pull  away,  lads,"  he  cried,  as  he  turned 
the  boat's  head  more  into  the  middle  of  the 
stream ;  "  we're  now  well  away  from  any 
probable  espionage" 

"  Ay,  ay,  sir  ! "  responded  "Wat,  bending 
vigorously  to  his  oar,  and,  with  Golam's  able 
seconding,  sending  their  little  craft  flying 
through  the  water. 

"  That's  the  style — bravo !  "  cried  the  de- 
lighted steersman. 

But  the  words  were  scarcely  out  of  his  mouth 
when  a  peculiar  noise  was  heard,  accompanied 
by  a  sudden  inrush  of  water,  and  the  astonished 
voyagers  felt  that  their  boat  was  rapidly  sink- 
ing beneath  them. 

"  We're  foundering !  pull  for  your  lives  !  " 
cried  Jack  in  tones  that  were  the  very  reverse 
of  those  he  had  uttered  but  a  moment  before. 
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At  the  same  time  he  turned  the  tiller  hard 
a-port  in  the  endeavour  to  reach  the  bank  as 
quickly  as  possible. 

Jones  and  the  Goorkha  strained  every  nerve 
to  force  the  boat  shorewards,  but  the  water 
was  already  up  to  their  ankles,  and  ere  they 
had  made  half  a  dozen  strokes  it  was  abun- 
dantly evident  that  she  could  not  keep  afloat 
until  they  reached  the  bank. 

"It's  no  use.  "We'd  better  jump  out  and 
swim  for  it !  "  cried  Wat,  dropping  his  oar  and 
suiting  the  action  to  the  word. 

Jack  was  about  to  follow  his  comrade's 
example,  when  a  sudden  exclamation  from  the 
Goorkha  arrested  him.  Glancing  round  he 
saw  the  latter  tear  off  his  turban  and  thrust  it 
down  through  the  water  beneath  the  seat 
which  "Wat  had  just  vacated. 

"Ah  !  the  plug,  of  course;  something  must 
have  displaced  it !  "  cried  the  lieutenant ;  "  can 
you  stop  the  water  ?  " 

"  Yes,  Sahib,  it  is  stopped,"  was  the  welcome 
answer. 

"  Well  done,  Golam !  "  exclaimed  the  officer ; 
"now  mind  you  keep  the  plug  in  its  place 
while  I  row  to  the  shore."  And  catching  up 
the  oars  he  reseated  himself  on  one  of  the 
thwarts  and  slowly  pulled  the  waterlogged 
boat  towards  the  bank. 
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Meanwhile  "Wat,  who  was  an  excellent 
swimmer,  had  already  arrived  on  terra  firma. 

"This  way,"  he  cried;  "you  can  run  the 
boat  between  these  stumps." 

"Which  way — where  are  you?"  inquired 
Fraser ;  "I  can  neither  see  you  nor  the 
stumps  ! " 

And  in  truth  it  was  as  black  as  pitch  under 
the  wooded  bank,  though  the  boat  was  easily 
discernible  from  thence. 

"  No,  of  course  you  can't,"  answered  "Wat ; 
"  how  stupid  of  me  !  But  wait  a  second,"  he 
quickly  added,  "  and  I'll  strike  a  light." 

Luckily  the  water  had  not  succeeded  in 
penetrating  his  little  silver  match  box,  and  in 
less  than  a  minute  he  was  holding  over  his 
head  a  flaming  wax  vesta. 

"  Bravo  !  that's  splendid  ! "  cried  Jack,  as 
he  guided  the  boat  safely  between  the  obstacles 
by  the  light  of  the  tiny  beacon. 

One  of  the  supposed  stumps  lay  almost 
horizontally  on  the  water  like  a  fallen  log, 
while  the  other  stood  out  perpendicularly,  and 
was  evidently  the  remains  of  a  partially  sub- 
merged tree. 

Just  as  the  boat  came  parallel  with  the  latter 
and  Eraser  was  mentally  congratulating  him- 
self on  having  obtained  a  safe  anchorage,  he 
was  horrified  to  see  one  end  of  the  supposed  log 
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rise  up  and  display  two  gaping  jaws  while  the 
other  commenced  to  lash  the  water  into  foam. 

"  Look  out ;  it's  an  alligator  ! "  he  exclaimed, 
striking  wildly  at  the  monster  with  his  oar. 

"My !  "  began  "Wat,  but  the  exclama- 
tion ended  in  something  between  a  yell  and  an 
imprecation,  as  the  unheeded  match  burnt  into 
his  fingers,  and  was  instantly  followed  by  total 
darkness  as  he  promptly  dropped  it  in  the  mud. 

"  Yow  !  "  cried  the  astonished  Goorkha. 

Then  "followed  a  tremendous  splashing, 
mingled  with  imprecations  and  cries  for  help. 
"Wat  was  nearly  beside  himself,  what  with 
anxiety  to  render  assistance  to  his  unfortunate 
companions  and  the  utter  impossibility  of  dis- 
tinguishing anything  in  the  Stygian  darkness. 

"  Where  in  the  world  are  you  ?  "  he  cried, 
frantically  endeavouring  to  pierce  the  gloom, 
rendered  ten  times  more  impenetrable  by  con- 
trast with  the  brief  glare  of  the  treacherous 
vesta. 

"  Here,  on  this  dead  tree ;  strike  another 
light — quick  man,  or  I  shall  drop  into  the 
beast's  jaws  !  " 

Thus  exhorted,  Wat  again  pulled  out  his 
matches,  and  after  wasting  three  or  four  of 
them  in  his  nervous  haste,  finally  succeeded  in 
once  more  illuminating  the  scene.  As  the 
latter  gradually  revealed  itself  to  his  anxious 


Misapprehension.  43 

gaze  he  uttered  an  exclamation  of  surprise,  and 
then  burst  into  a  fit  of  laughter. 

The  situation  was  indeed  a  ludicrous  one. 
Eraser  was  seen  to  be  clinging  like  a  limpet  to 
the  upper  part  of  the  stump,  while  Golam  was 
clasping  it  below.  The  latter  was  kicking  the 
water  vigorously  with  his  legs,  in  order,  as  he 
explained  afterwards,  to  scare  away  the  alli- 
gator, but  with  the  evident  effect  of  scaring  his 
master  instead,  and  making  him  think  it  was 
the  dreaded  saurian  itself  which  was  lashing 
the  water  into  foam  as  it  waited  for  him  below. 

"How,  in  the  world  did  you  get  there, 
friends?"  cried  Jones,  as  soon  as  he  could 
control  himself  sufficiently  to  put  the  question. 

"  Never  mind  that,"  answered  Eraser  testily, 
"  but  bring  the  boat  here  and  take  us  off,  can't 
you." 

Jones  repressed  a  ready  retort,  and  lighting 
up  another  vesta  searched  about  him  for  the 
boat.  He  soon  discovered  her  a  few  yards 
lower  down  the  stream,  where  she  had  luckily 
drifted  up  against  the  bank.  It  only  took  him 
a  couple  of  minutes  to  bail  her  out  with  his 
hat,  and  then  seeing  that  the  extemporised 
plug  was  still  in  place,  he  shoved  off  to  the 
rescue  of  his  companions. 

The  Goorkha  was  the  first  to  be  hauled  over 
the  gunwale,  and  next  his  master  slid  down  from 
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his  uncomfortable  perch,  and  was  helped  by 
the  others  to  a  seat  in  the  stern. 

"Thank  Heaven,  Pm  out  of  that  fix!" 
exclaimed  the  exhausted  lieutenant,  "for  I 
don't  think  I  could  have  stuck  up  there  a 
minute  longer  to  have  saved  my  life." 

"  Like  many  other  exalted  positions,  I  expect, 
it  was  a  little  trying,"  observed  Wat  facetiously ; 
"but  you  haven't  told  me  yet  how  you  got 
there,"  he  added,  changing  his  tone  and  strik- 
ing another  match  to  see  where  they  were  before 
venturing  to  land,  for  he  had  no  wish  to  disturb 
the  slumbers  of  another  alligator. 

"By  a  feat  worthy  of  an  acrobat,"  answered 
Jack.  "  I  had  just  time  to  mark  the  position 
of  the  stump  as  the  alligator  charged  and  dived 
beneath  us.  Feeling  the  boat  lurch  heavily  I 
thought  she  was  going  to  founder  and  sprang 
straight  for  the  stump  at  the  very  moment  the 
light  went  out.  If  you  had  dropped  the  match 
an  instant  sooner,  I  should  probably  have 
missed  my  mark  and  fallen  into  the  water." 

"  Or  the  jaws  of  the  alligator !  "  suggested 
"Wat,  as  he  made  the  boat  fast  to  a  big  root 
and  then  turned  to  help  his  chum  up  the  bank. 
For  Jack  was  still  stiff  and  tired  from  holding 
on  so  long  to  the  slimy  and  half-rotten  old 
stump. 

As  soon  as  they  were  all  safely  on  shore 
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the  two  white  men  held  a  hurried  confab  as  to 
what  was  best  to  be  done. 

"  I  vote  we  stay  where  we  are  until  day- 
light," said  Jack,  as  he  proceeded  to  light  a 
small  oil-lamp  which  Golam  had  luckily  found 
stowed  away  with  the  provisions  in  the  water- 
tight compartment  of  the  locker. 

"By  all  means,"  answered  Wat.  "  We've 
had  enough  of  the  Tegu  by  starlight,  and  more 
I  daresay  than  will  agree  with  my  constitution. 
Look  here !  I'm  soaking  wet,"  and  he  took 
off  his  coat  as  he  spoke  and  wrung  out  a  stream 
of  water. 

"  Well,  what  else  can  you  expect  if  you  will 
jump  overboard  in  mid-stream !  "  said  Jack, 
banteringly.  "  All  the  same,"  he  added  in  a 
different  tone,  "  I  cannot  understand  why  the 
water  should  have  rushed  in  so  quickly  as  it 
did." 

"  Nor  I,"  acquiesced  Wat;  "it  must  have 
been  a  monstrous  plug-hole.  Let's  overhaul 
the  wreck  and  see  if  we  can  discover  the  cause 
of  the  disaster." 

Jack's  half-uttered  reply  was  cut  short  by 
the  Goorkha's  voice  apparently  calling  to  them 
from  the  river — 

"  Come,  quick,  Sahibs  !  "  it  cried. 

The  young  men  were  on  their  feet  in  an 
instant. 
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"  Follow  me,"  said  Fraser,  picking  up  the 
lamp  and  hastening  to  the  spot  where  they  had 
left  Golam  to  unload  the  boat. 

It  was  only  a  few  yards  distant,  but  the 
trees  and  undergrowth  necessitated  careful  loco- 
motion. "When,  at  length,  they  reached  the 
edge  of  the  river,  they  discovered  Golam  in  a 
curious  attitude.  He  was  standing  on  a  tree- 
root  just  above  the  water  :  and  with  one  hand 
grasping  the  gunwale  and  the  other  a  branch 
of  the  tree  above  him,  he  appeared  to  be  striv- 
ing to  keep  the  boat  afloat. 

Jones  took  in  the  situation  at  a  glance,  and 
calling  to  his  comrade  to  hold  the  lamp  steady, 
he  swung  himself  down  to  the  Goorkha's 
assistance. 

What  had  happened  was  this.  After  remov- 
ing the  goods  and  bailing  out  the  boat,  Golam 
thought  he  might  as  well  substitute  a  plug  of 
wood  and  canvas  for  his  precious  turban.  But 
owing  to  miscalculating  the  size  of  the  leak, 
the  water  forced  out  his  plug  as  fast  as  he 
inserted  it,  and  soon  to  his  dismay  the  boat 
began  to  sink.  At  last  in  sheer  desperation  he 
gripped  the  gunwale  with  one  hand  and  a  tree- 
root  with  the  other,  and  calling  for  help,  exerted 
all  his  strength  to  keep  the  boat  afloat. 

Jones  arrived  just  in  time  to  seize  the  painter 
by  which  the  vessel  was  loosely  moored  to  the 
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bank  and  draw  it  taut — thus  securing  the  bow 
from  going  under.  Then  he  quickly  passed 
the  end  of  the  rope  through  the  ring  at  the  stern 
and  tied  it  firmly  to  another  root,  so  that  it  was 
impossible  for  the  boat  to  sink. 

"  Bravo,  you  ought  to  have  been  a  sailor  !" 
exclaimed  Jack  approvingly,  while  the  Goorkha 
uttered  a  grunt  of  satisfaction  and  relief  as  he 
wiped  the  perspiration  from  his  brow. 

"Wat  laughed  as  he  stooped  down  and  began 
feeling  with  his  hand  for  the  aperture  which 
had  been  the  cause  of  all  the  mischief.  After 
groping  about  in  the  bottom  of  the  boat  for  a 
minute  or  two  with  his  arm  up  to  the  elbow  in 
water,  he  appeared  to  find  something  more  than 
he  had  reckoned  upon,  to  judge  by  the  ex- 
clamation which  escaped  him. 

"  Well,  what  is  it,  old  fellow  ?  Is  the  plug- 
hole gone  as  well  as  the  plug  ?  "  asked  Jack 
playfully. 

"  Plug-hole !"  repeated  Wat  contemptuously, 
"why  there's  a  hole  big  enough  to  get  my 
fist  through!" 

"  What !  "  exclaimed  his  chum,  sobered  on 
the  instant.  "  You  don't  mean  that,  surely  !  " 

"I  do  indeed,"  asseverated  Wat ;  "  come 
down  and  feel  for  yourself — I'll  hold  the  light." 

Jack's  face  was  a  study  as  he  handed. his 
comrade  the  lamp  and  clambered  down  to  the 
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big  root  which  did  duty  for  a  landing  stage. 
He  knew  exactly  where  to  find  the  hole,  for  he 
had  bored  the  original  himself  for  convenience 
in  cleaning  out  the  boat,  and  having  first 
divested  himself  of  his  coat  and  turned  up  his 
shirtsleeve,  he  put  his  hand  directly  on  the 
spot.  But  by  the  way  he  drew  it  back  again 
and  started  to  his  feet  one  might  have  sup- 
posed he  had  inserted  it  into  an  alligator's 
throat  instead  of  into  cold  water.  His  face, 
too,  was  white  as  a  sheet. 

"My  word!"  he  exclaimed.  "  There  has 
been  some  diabolical  treachery  here.  The  hole 
is  four  times  the  size  it  was  !  " 

Wat  stared  in  amazement. 

"  But  who  can  have  tampered  with  it  ?  "  he 
asked  wonderingly. 

"  Ay,  who  indeed  !  "  replied  Jack.  "  It  was 
all  right  when  we  started  yesterday  morning, 
for  I  examined  it  myself,  as  usual." 

"  Then  it  must  have  been  done  after  we  left 
the  boat,  and  while  we  lay  hidden  in  the  forest," 
suggested  Wat. 

"  Ah!  then,  it  was  that  scoundrel Wadda !" 
exclaimed  Jack,  as  if  with  sudden  inspiration. 
"  But  how  he  re-crossed  the  river  is  a  perfect 
mystery,  for  it  swarms  with  alligators." 

"  Perhaps  reptiles  do  not  prey  upon  one 
another,"  replied  Wat  meaningly. 


CHAPTER  V. 

A  FEW    SUKPRISES. 

THE  conviction  that  Wadda  was  the  culprit 
grew  stronger  the  more  they  thought  about  it ; 
and  as  nothing  is  more  harassing  than  the  un- 
certain, their  spirits  rose  accordingly.  Know- 
ing the  source  whence  danger  might  be  looked 
for  they  could  guard  against  it  by  keeping  a 
sharp  look-out  in  future. 

As  soon  as  the  hole  in  the  bottom  of  the  boat 
had  been  securely  plugged,  the  guns  and  other 
things  were  cleaned  and  dried,  along  with 
"Wat's  clothes;  for  they  felt  sufficiently  re- 
assured to  kindle  a  fire  for  the  purpose  a  little 
way  from  the  bank. 

This  and  breakfast  occupied  them  until  day- 
break, when  they  once  more  betook  themselves 
to  their  boat  and  rowed  for  some  miles  further 
up  the  river.  Nothing  unusual  occurred,  and 
about  an  hour  before  noon  they  landed  at  a 
small  inlet,  and  shouldering  their  rifles  and 
knapsacks,  struck  boldly  out  for  the  lakes. 

After  marching  a  couple  of  hours  through 
the  jungle  by  the  aid  of  the  compass  they 
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halted  in  a  pretty  open  glade,  and  rested  until 
near  evening.  Then  they  pushed  on  again 
until  nightfall,  when  Eraser  reckoned  that  they 
must  be  within  a  short  march  of  the  spot  they 
were  aiming  for.  It  was  important  to  be 
cautious  about  showing  themselves  in  the 
vicinity  of  the  supposed  mine  until  they  had 
ascertained  whether  "the  coast  was  quite  clear/' 
as  Jack  expressed  it.  Therefore  they  refrained 
from  lighting  a  fire  to  boil  their  kettle,  but 
supped  on  tinned  meat  and  biscuit,  washed 
down  by  a  draught  of  cold  water  from  the  tiny 
stream  on  which  they  were  bivouacked. 

"  Cold  comfort,  this,"  observed  "Wat  lugu- 
briously, as  he  cut  himself  another  slice  of  the 
corned  beef. 

"Never  mind,  old  fellow;  we'll  have  our 
pockets  full  of  rubies  by  this  time  to-morrow  I 
hope,"  answered  Jack  cheerily. 

Jones  did  not  reply.  He  was  feeling  a  little 
depressed  in  consequence  of  fatigue  and  the 
gloomy  surroundings.  This  was  his  first  ex- 
perience of  roughing  it  in  a  wild  country  ;  and 
without  the  accompaniments  of  a  blazing  camp 
fire  and  a  steaming  kettle  of  tea  or  coffee  the 
romance  was  completely  effaced  by  the  hard 
realities  of  fact.  Eraser,  who  was  of  a  less 
sanguine  temperament,  took  matters  more 
philosophically,  but  even  he  was  affected  by  the 
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same  causes  to  a  greater  extent  than  he  would 
have  been  willing  to  admit.  After  one  or  two 
half-hearted  efforts  at  conversation,  he  rolled 
himself  up  in  his  blanket  and  was  soon  fast 
asleep,  his  example  being  speedily  followed 
by  Wat  and  the  Goorkha. 

The  sun  rose  brightly  on  the  following  morn- 
ing, and  soon  put  new  life  and  hope  into  the 
young  explorers.  They  were  early  astir,  and 
before  noon  had  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  the 
glimmer  of  water  about  half  a  mile  in  front  of 
them. 

"  Hurrah  !  here  we  are  at  last !"  cried  Jack. 
"  This  must  be  the  lower  lake ;  and  the  spot 
we  are  in  search  of  is  to  the  north  of  it  some- 
where." 

"  Yes,  between  it  and  a  smaller  sheet  of 
water  nearly  due  north,"  said  "Wat.  "  Come 
along  ;  "  and  he  set  off  again  at  a  great  pace. 

"Not  so  fast,  old  fellow,"  cried  Jack  warn- 
ingly,  "  we'd  better  reconnoitre  the  ground 
a  little  before  we  leave  the  cover  of  the 
jungle." 

"  Ah !  to  be  sure,"  acquiesced  Wat,  "  I  for- 
got we  were  in  the  Dacoit  country."  And  he 
began  to  examine  his  rifle  to  see  that  it  was  in 
readiness  for  use. 

"I'll  just  scramble  to  the  top  of  that  hillock 
and  have  a  look  round/'  said  Eraser,  pointing 
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to  a  rocky  mound  a  short  distance  off,  "  if  you'll 
wait  here  until  I  return." 

u  All  right,"  answered  Wat,  seating  himself 
on  a  fallen  tree,  and  taking  out  his  pocket-book 
to  consult  the  rude  map  it  contained. 

The  Goorkha  had  squatted  himself  down  a 
few  paces  away,  and  was  busily  engaged  in 
furbishing  his  weapons.  Nearly  a  quarter  of 
an  hour  passed  before  Jack  returned.  He 
said  he  had  surveyed  the  country  all  round 
with  his  glass,  and  could  see  no  sign  of  any 
Dacoits. 

"  That's  a  comfort !  "  exclaimed  "Wat ;  "  and 
I  sincerely  hope  we  shall  continue  to  keep  clear 
of  them." 

"  That  hillock  would  make  a  splendid  defen- 
sive position  if  we  were  attacked,"  said  the 
young  officer ;  "  it's  a  natural  stronghold." 

"I  dare  say,"  answered  Jones;  "but  I 
devoutly  trust  we  shall  have  no  need  to  test  its 
advantages  in  that  respect,  for  the  most  im- 
pregnable fortress  would  be  a  mockery  without 
provisions.  We  should  be  starved  out  in  a 
very  short  time." 

"To  be  sure ;  but  there's  no  necessity  to 
discuss  that  matter  just  now,  I'm  glad  to  say, 
and  we  have  something  more  important  to  de- 
termine." 

"  What  is  that?  "  inquired  Jones. 
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"Why  our  present  whereabouts,"  replied 
Eraser  enigmatically. 

"  What  in  the  world  do  you  mean?"  was 
Jones's  startled  response.  u  We  can  see  the 
lake  before  us." 

' i  Ah  !  but  which  lake — the  upper  or  the 
lower  one  ?  that  is  the  question ! "  replied 
Fraser  pointedly. 

"  The  lower  one,  I  suppose.  We  surely  could 
not  get  so  far  out  of  our  course  as  to  strike  the 
upper  lake  when  we  have  marched  faithfully 
by  the  compass." 

"  Well,  I  certainly  should  not  have  thought 
so."  acquiesced  Jack,  "were  it  not  that  this 
lake  has  no  resemblance,  so  far  as  I  can  make 
out,  to  the  one  I  visited  with  our  Colonel  twelve 
months  ago.  For  one  thing  it  is  much  smaller, 
and  for  another  it  is  bordered  on  the  south  by 
forest  trees  down  to  the  water's  edge,  instead 
of  being  in  an  open  country  with  nothing  but 
high  reeds  and  grass  about  it." 

Jones  stared  at  his  comrade  in  amazement. 

"  Then  it  must  be  the  higher  lake  referred  to 
in  the  plan,"  he  said. 

Fraser  shook  his  head  dubiously. 

"  I  don't  think  so,"  he  replied ;  "  for  though 
we  did  not  visit  it  our  guide  described  it  as  being 
quite  out  on  the  plains  and  devoid  even  of  the 
reeds  and  high  grass  which  made  such  splendid 
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covert  for  wild- fowl,  and  thus  afforded  us  such 
excellent  sport  on  the  lower  lake." 

"  Then  what  lake  can  this  be  ?  We  must  have 
gone  wrong  altogether,"  said  Wat,  with 
evident  chagrin. 

"  Impossible,"  answered  his  companion,  who 
had  been  carefully  noting  the  position  of  the 
sun,  the  exact  time  of  the  day  by  his  watch, 
and  the  needle  of  the  compass  which  he  held 
in  his  hand.  "  Impossible,"  he  repeated,  with 
great  emphasis;  "we  are  not  more  than  a 
couple  of  miles  out  of  our  course  at  the 
furthest,  or  I'm  a  Dutchman." 

"  Could  you  see  any  other  lake  from  your 
look-out  ?  "  asked  Wat,  only  half -convinced. 

"No ;  there  was  nothing  beyond  this  one  to 
the  east,  and  my  view  was  intercepted  on  the 
north  by  a  ridge  of  rocks,  and  on  the  south  by 
the  trees  I  have  already  told  you  about." 

"  Umph  !  it's  very  odd,"  exclaimed  Wat. 

"  Yes,  I  cannot  make  it  out  at  all,"  replied 
the  lieutenant,  musingly.  "  Let's  push  on, 
and  investigate  matters."  And  he  led  the 
way  towards  the  lower  extremity  of  the  lake, 
where  it  lapped  the  edge  of  the  forest,  as  it 
were. 

After  about  twenty  minutes'  walking  they 
reached  the  outlet,  and  followed  the  stream 
down  through  a  deep,  wooded  ravine  to  a  wide 
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open  plain.  They  had  no  sooner  emerged 
from  the  trees  and  undergrowth  which  clothed 
the  sides  of  the  gorge  than  they  espied  another 
and  apparently  much  larger  sheet  of  water 
about  a  mile  further  south. 

"That's  it!  that's  the  lower  lake!"  cried 
Eraser,  joyously  \  "and  that  brown  patch  a 
little  further  to  the  south  is  a  thicket  of  bamboos 
where  one  day  we  disturbed  a  fine  tiger." 

"  A  tiger  !  "  exclaimed  Wat,  apprehensively ; 
"  I  thought  you  said  there  were  none  in  this 
part  of  the  country  ! " 

t(  No ;  I  said  they  were  very  scarce.  If  you 
want  tigers  and  leopards  and  such  like  game 
you  must  go  further  north." 

"13ut  I  don't  want  them,"  answered  Wat, 
sharply  ;  "  I  told  you  before  we  started  that  I 
had  no  more  wish  to  become  acquainted  with 
such  dangerous  brutes  than  I  had  to  encounter 
a  band  of  Dacoits." 

"All  right,  old  fellow;  you  are  as  little 
likely  to  encounter  one  as  the  other,  I  should 
imagine." 

They  were  moving  through  some  low  dense 
scrub  as  they  conversed,  with  the  object  of 
camping  within  reach  of  the  stream  where  it 
issued  from  the  rocky  chasm  below.  Suddenly 
Golam,  who  was  close  behind  his  master,  cried 
out,  "  Stop,  Sahib  !  " 
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The  two  young  men  instantly  stopped  and 
stared  about  them. 

"What  is  it — what's  the  matter?"  asked 
Eraser. 

"  See  ! "  whispered  the  Goorkha,  nudging  the 
officer's  elbow  and  pointing  towards  what  looked 
like  a  big  yellow  boulder  lying  half  hidden  in 
the  scrub  not  far  from  where  they  stood. 

"  A  tiger,  a  tiger ! "  exclaimed  Jack,  mechani- 
cally levelling  his  rifle. 

"A  tiger  !  "  echoed  Wat,  nervously  ;  "Oh ! 
pray " 

The  sharp  report  of  his  comrade's  rifle 
drowned  the  concluding  words,  but  some  lucky 
instinct  caused  Wat  to  spring  aside,  as  with  a 
terrific  roar  the  fierce  brute  came  bounding  into 
the  midst  of  them. 

"Look  out!"  shouted  Eraser,  who  had 
dropped  on  one  knee  behind  the  bush  he  fired 
over. 

But  the  warning  came  too  late  for  poor 
Golam,  who  was  borne  to  the  ground  beneath 
the  tiger  as  it  sprang  clear  over  his  master's 
crouching  form.  The  latter  was  up  in  a 
moment.  He  saw  that  there  was  no  time  to 
insert  a  fresh  cartridge  in  his  empty  rifle  if  he 
wished  to  save  the  Goorkha,  so  clubbing  the 
weapon  he  dealt  the  tiger  a  tremendous  blow 
between  the  ears.  The  brute  was  standing 
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with  its  paws  on  Golam's  chest,  and  its  cruel 
fangs  within  a  foot  of  his  bare  throat,  but  the 
blow  rolled  it  over  on  its  side. 

" Bravo!"  shouted  "Wat,  roused  by  this 
lucky  turn  of  affairs  from  the  half  stupor  into 
which  the  sudden  peril  had  thrown  him. 
"  Bravo,  Jack  !  That  was  well  done." 

But  the  words  were  scarcely  uttered  ere 
the  tiger,  which  had  only  been  momentarily 
stunned,  recovered  its  feet,  and  with  a  horrible 
snarl  sprang  full  upon  its  brave  assailant. 

"Help  ! "  was  all  poor  Eraser  could  cry,  as 
he  was  borne  backwards  to  the  earth  beneath 
the  tiger's  resistless  weight  ]  though  for- 
tunately, the  instinct  of  self-preservation  caused 
him  to  raise  his  rifle  and  force  the  barrel 
between  the  brute's  wide  open  jaws  as  he  fell. 

This  doubtless  saved  his  life,  for  it  gave  Wat 
a  chance  to  come  to  his  assistance.  No  help 
could  be  looked  for  from  the  Goorkha,  who  was 
just  struggling  to  his  feet,  half  blinded  by  the 
blood  from  a  nasty  scalp  wound. 

Wat  seemed  to  forget  all  about  himself  at 
this  critical  moment.  He  had  only  one 
thought — to  save  his  friend.  Luckily  he  was 
carrying  a  combined  shot  and  ball  gun,  and  he 
lost  no  time  in  using  it.  Stepping  quickly  up 
to  the  tiger  he  presented  the  weapon  at  its 
head  and  discharged  both  barrels  into  its  ear. 
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The  muzzle  of  the  gun  was  so  close  that  the 
brute's  head  was  blown  half  off,  and  it  sank 
lifeless  upon  its  intended  victim. 

Poor  Jack  was  deluged  with  blood  before  he 
could  be  extricated  from  beneath  the  carcass. 
But  he  was  only  too  thankful  to  have  escaped 
death,  or  even  serious  injury,  to  complain  of 
the  sousing. 

"  Thanks,  thanks,  old  fellow !  "  was  all  he 
could  find  to  say  for  some  minutes,  he  was  so 
shaken  in  body  and  nerves  by  his  terrible  ex- 
perience. 

Meanwhile  "Wat  had  turned  his  attention  to 
the  poor  Goorkka,  who  seemed  to  have  come 
off  worse  than  anyone  else  in  the  encounter. 
A  strip  of  skin  had  been  torn  half  off  his  scalp 
by  one  of  the  claws  of  the  tiger  as  it  descended 
upon  him.  This  was  hanging  down  over  one 
eye,  and  gave  him  a  most  ghastly  appearance, 
heightened  by  the  blood  streaming  down  his 
face. 

Luckily  Wat  inherited  some  of  his  father's 
professional  skill,  and  after  bathing  the  part 
with  cold  water  from  the  brook,  he  contrived  to 
stick  the  loose  skin  in  its  place  with  strips  of 
plaister  from  his  pocket  book.  A  handker- 
chief bound  lightly  round  the  temples  served 
to  keep  the  dressing  in  position. 

The  only  damage  which  Eraser  had  sustained 
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beside  the  shaking  was  a  slight  scratch  on  one 
hand  and  a  torn  jacket. 

"  If  you  hadn't  spoilt  the  brute's  head  we 
should  have  had  a  fine  trophy  to  take  back 
with  us  !  "  he  said,  as  he  stood  surveying  the 
magnificent  carcass  stretched  out  at  his  feet. 

"If  I  hadn't  spoilt  his  head  he  would  soon 
have  spoilt  yours  !  "  replied  Wat,  laughing. 

"  Well,  I  mean  to  have  his  skin,  any  way," 
answered  Jack,  "  as  some  slight  recompense  for 
the  fright  he  gave  me.  So  if  you'll  get  some 
grub  ready,  I'll  relieve  him  of  it  now,"  he 
added,  unsheathing  his  hunting-knifer 


CHAPTER  VI. 

AN    INSPIRITING  FIND  AND   A  DISPIRITING  FINIS1I. 

THE  exciting  encounter  with  the  tiger  for  a 
time  almost  drove  the  object  of  their  journey 
out  of  the  heads  of  the  young  Englishmen. 
They  could  do  nothing  but  discuss  their  trying 
and  unlooked-for  struggle  with  the  most  dan- 
gerous denizen  of  the  jungle.  Eubies  and 
Dacoits  were  alike  forgotten  until  a  simple 
incident  changed  the  current  of  their  thoughts. 

Feeling  at  length  sufficiently  rested  and 
refreshed,  the  two  chums  rose  to  their  feet  and 
sauntered  aimlessly  down  the  bank  of  the 
rivulet,  leaving  Golam  to  sleep  off  his  headache. 

After  going  a  little  way  Wat  suddenly  remem- 
bered that  his  patient  would  probably  awake 
feeling  thirsty  and  feverish,  and  that  he  ought 
to  have  left  a  vessel  of  water  within  his  reach. 

"Just  wait  here  a  miuute,  Jack,"  he  said, 
"I've  forgotten  something."  And  before  his 
companion  had  time  to  demur  he  was  already- 
well  on  his  way  back  to  their  temporary  halting 
place. 

Jack  seated  himself  on  the  edge  of  the  stream 
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and  began  picking  up  pebbles  from  a  little 
drift,  close  beside  him,  and  flinging  them  at  the 
fishes  which  he  could  plainly  see  in  the  clear 
water  below.  Presently  a  small  pebble,  which 
dropped  from  his  fingers  into  a  little  pool  at  his 
feet,  attracted  his  notice  by  its  beautiful  appear- 
ance, as  it  sank  down  through  the  sunlit  water. 

"Hillo"  he  exclaimed  aloud,  "it's  exactly 
like  the  stone  in  "Wat's  scarf-pin." 

Then  it  flashed  across  his  mind  that  it  was  a 
ruby,  and  that  probably  the  river-bed  was  full 
of  them.  Aye,  the  gravel  bank  he  had  picked 
that  pebble  from  might  be  as  full  of  gems  as  a 
Christmas  pudding  of  plums.  The  thought 
electrified  him,  and  the  next  instant  he  was 
down  upon  his  knees  and  delving  in  the  gravel, 
like  a  heathen  Chinee  on  an  abandoned  gold 
claim.  So  absorbed  was  he  in  his  grovelling 
occupation  that  he  did  not  notice  that  his  chum 
had  returned  and  was  gazing  at  him  in  unfeigned 
astonishment. 

"  What  in  the  world  are  you  doing  ?  "  in- 
quired the  latter  in  tones  which  suggested  a 
doubt  as  to  whether  Jack  had  not  taken  leave 
of  his  senses. 

"  Oh  !  Wat,  I  am  so  glad  you've  come!  "  was 
the  quick  response.  "  I've  found  the  mine  we 
are  in  search  of—  or,  at  least,  a  good  clue  to  it,'7 
he  added,  correcting  himself.  "  I've  just  seen 
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a  lovely  ruby,  and  I  shouldn't  wonder  there  are 
hundreds  more  where  that  came  from." 

"  Indeed !  "  exclaimed  Wat.  "  Where  did 
you  find  it?'7 

"Why,  down  here  in  this  heap  of  gravel," 
answered  Jack  impressively. 

Wat  glanced  incredulously  at  the  gravel. 

"  I  believe  you're  trying  to  cram  me,"  he 
said  tentatively.  "  Where  is  the  ruby  ?  " 

"  At  the  bottom  of  this  pool.  It  fell  out  of 
my  hand  before  I  noticed  what  it  was." 

There  was  no  mistaking  the  earnestness  of 
Jack's  tone  and  manner,  so,  without  another 
word,  Wat  sprang  upon  the  drift  and  commenced 
scraping  up  the  gravel  and  passing  it  through 
his  fingers  by  handfuls,  scrutinizing  it  carefully. 
Jack  looked  on  for  a  minute  or  two,  and  then 
followed  his  comrade's  example.  They  both 
worked  away  for  some  time  without  discovering 
anything  valuable,  only  one  or  two  small 
sapphires  and  a  tiny  ruby  rewarding  their  efforts. 

At  length,  however,  just  as  Fraser  had  given 
up  the  search  in  disgust,  and  with  an  impatient 
expression  had  kicked  his  heap  of  "  tailings  " 
into  the  stream,  Jones  uttered  an  exclamation 
of  delight. 

"What  is  it,  old  fellow?"  inquired  the 
lieutenant  eagerly.  "  Have  you  found  one  at 
last?" 
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"  Look ! "  cried  Jones  excitedly,  as  he  held 
up  a  blood-red  stone  nearly  as  large  as  a  walnut. 
"  What  do  you  say  to  that  ?  " 

"  My  word  !  "  exclaimed  Eraser,  stepping 
quickly  up  to  his  chum's  side  to  get  a  nearer 
view,  and  taking  the  pebble  into  his  own  hand. 
"  My  word !  that's  worth  the  whole  journey 
here." 

"  It's  a  magnificent  ruby,"  replied  Wat, 
earnestly,  "  and  shows  what  we  may  expect 
when  we  find  the  place  it  came  from." 

"  We  must  be  on  the  right  tack,  anyway," 
answered  Fraser  jubilantly,  "  for  it  is  evident 
the  stone  has  been  carried  down  from  some  spot 
higher  up  the  stream." 

"To  be  sure — from  the  ruby  ground  marked 
on  my  plan,"  said  Wat  confidently. 

"  Then  let  us  waste  no  more  time  here,  but 
go  at  once  in  search  of  the  source  whence  these 
stones  have  come." 

"  By  all  means,"  answered  Wat.  "  But  how 
about  the  Goorkha  ?  " 

"  Oh !  we'll  deposit  him  in  a  place  of  safety 
as  soon  as  he  wakes  up,  and  meanwhile  one  of 
us  can  explore  the  gorge  as  far  as  the  outlet  of 
the  lake." 

Finally,  it  was  settled  that  Wat  should  remain 
within  sight  of  his  patient  while  Jack  prospected 
the  ravine,  and  that  subsequently  they  should 
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establish  their  quarters  for  the  night  on  the 
hillock  whence  Jack  had  first  surveyed  the  lake. 

Finding  that  Golam  was  still  quietly  sleeping, 
Wat  returned  to  the  stream  and  continued  his 
search  for  rubies  wherever  any  deposits  of  gravel 
could  be  found  without  going  too  far  away. 
Though  he  did  not  get  quite  what  he  was 
in  quest  of — only  finding  two  or  three  tiny 
sapphires — he  obtained  something  which  was 
temporarily  of  more  consequence. 

The  stream  was  so  low  and  the  water  so  clear 
that  he  could  see  numbers  of  fishes  darting 
hither  and  thither  or  lying  almost  motionless  on 
the  pebbly  bottom.  The  sight  brought  Wat 
reminiscences  of  his  boyhood.  And  he  bethought 
him  of  many  a  good  dish  of  trout  procured  with 
no  other  aid  than  the  hands  with  which  Nature 
had  endowed  him. 

The  next  minute  he  had  thrown  off  his  coat 
and  turned  up  his  shirt- sleeves  high  above  the 
elbow.  Then  stooping  down  he  began  to  feel 
under  the  boulders  and  overhanging  banks  for 
the  retreating  fishes.  He  soon  found  that  the 
Burmese  trout  fell  as  easy  a  prey  to  this  un- 
orthodox method  of  angling  as  their  British 
cousins,  and  in  less  than  half-an-hour  he  had 
secured  several  pounds'  weight. 

Returning  to  the  camp  he  kindled  a  fire,  and 
by  the  time  Fraser  returned  there  was  a  nice 
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dish  of  broiled  trout  and  a  pot  of  hot  coffee  to 
discuss  matters  over. 

It  was  well  this  was  so,  for  poor  Jack  looked 
very  hot  and  tired,  and  seemed  incapable  of 
saying  more  than  "yes"  or  "no"  to  his 
chum's  questions  until  he  had  refreshed  him- 
self with  the  good  things  Wat  had  provided. 
Then  he  described  all  that  he  had  seen  in  the 
gorge ;  but  it  was  evident  that  he  was  dis- 
appointed in  the  results  of  his  exploration,  for 
he  had  only  found  one  or  two  more  rubies  of 
small  size,  and  had  totally  failed  to  discover 
the  ground  whence  they  had  been  washed. 

"  I  begin  to  think  that  plan  of  yours  is  a 
fraud,  and  the  ruby  mine  a  myth !  "  he  con- 
cluded, despondingly ;  and  then  turning  to 
Golam — who  had  just  awoke  and  was  sitting 
up,  staring  about  him  in  a  half-dazed  sort  of 
way — he  tossed  him  one  of  the  rubies,  saying  : 
"  Here,  take  one  of  these  wretched  stones  ! 
They  have  cost  you  dear  enough,  at  all 
-events." 

"  Oh !  he'll  soon  be  all  right  again," 
answered  Jones,  cheerily,  "  and  a  cup  of  this 
preserved  milk  which  I  have  prepared  for  him 
will  be  of  more  value  to  him  than  rubies  at  the 
present  moment." 

"Ah  !  ah !  that's  true  enough,  old  man," 
replied  Fraser,  brightening  up,  "  and  the  sooner 
I 
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we're  able  to  shift  our  quarters  out  of  this  un- 
lucky neighbourhood  the  better.  I've  had 
enough  ruby-hunting  and  tiger-shooting  for 
one  day." 

"  So  have  I,"  assented  Jones,  readily. 
"I've  no  desire  to  add  to  my  laurels  in  the 
latter  respect  I  can  assure  you,  for  I  never  felt 
so  insignificant  before  in  my  life  as  I  did  in 
the  presence  of  that  magnificent  brute;  and 
next  time  the  luck  might  be  against  me." 

"Well,  at  all  events,  I  hope  that  if  next 
time  ever  comes  our  positions  will  be  reversed, 
and  that  you  will  get  the  blood  and  _Z~  shall 
have  the  glory  !  "  laughed  Jack. 

A  few  minutes  later  the  young  Englishmen 
were  assisting  the  wounded  Goorkha  towards 
the  hillock  already  mentioned.  They  were 
only  able  to  progress  by  easy  stages,  and  the 
sun  had  set  behind  the  distant  mountains  ere 
they  reached  the  summit  of  the  knoll. 

After  carefully  laying  his  patient  under  the 
shelter  of  a  rock,  Wat  had  time  to  look  about 
him.  He  found  that  Jack  had  by  no  means 
exaggerated  the  advantages  of  the  position. 
It  was  a  natural  fortress.  The  bare  granite 
cropped  out  on  every  side,  forming  a  sort  of 
irregular  battlement  around  the  summit,  while 
detached  masses  of  rock  lay  scattered  about  in 
all  directions. 
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The  position  commanded  a  good  view  of  the 
adjacent  lake  and  the  plain  beyond,  but  was 
not  high  enough  to  overlook  the  tall  trees 
above  the  gorge  to  the  south,  or  the  rocky 
ridge  already  referred  to  on  the  north. 

Except  on  the  side  by  which  they  had 
ascended,  the  hill  was  almost  precipitous — the 
perpendicular  rock  rising  sheer  above  the 
stunted  trees  and  shrubs  which  clothed  the 
steep  southern  and  eastern  slopes.  In  fact,  a 
more  suitable  spot  for  their  camp  could  scarcely 
have  been  imagined. 

"  My  word,  you  were  quite  right,  Jack," 
exclaimed  Wat;  "we  could  scarcely  have 
pitched  upon  a  better  position  than  this  if  we 
had  searched  the  country  for  a  month !  " 

"  Ah !  you  are  beginning  to  see  the  advan- 
tages of  a  camping  ground  well  above  Dacoits 
and  tiger-lairs,  are  you  ?  "  replied  Jack.  "  I 
thought  you  would  appreciate  my  discovery 
better  before  you  had  been  long  in  this  wilder- 
ness." 

"  I  shall  certainly  sleep  more  comfortably 
here  than  down  by  the  lake,"  replied  Jones. 
"And  I  should  think  we  could  safely  leave 
Golain  here  while  we  continue  our  search  for 
the  mine  to-morrow." 

"  To  be  sure,"  answered  Fraser.  .  "  There  is 
no  other  means  of  reaching  the  summit  except 
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through  that  narrow  gap  in  the  rocks  by  which 
we  entered,  and  it  would  be  quite  easy  to 
block  that  by  piling  up  a  few  big  stones  in  the 
entrance." 

"  Then,  how  should  we  ourselves  get  out 
and  in?"  asked  "Wat. 

"  Oh,  we  would  only  raise  a  breastwork 
which  we  could  scramble  over,  for  the  present, 
and  behind  which  Golam,  weak  as  he  is,  could 
on  an  emergency  defend  himself  with  the 
Winchester  against  almost  any  odds." 

"  Ah  !  a  capital  idea." 

"  Well,  it's  just  as  well  to  take  precautions," 
continued  Eraser,  quietly,  "  though  I  don't 
anticipate  any  interference  from  Dacoits  or 
other  vagabonds  during  the  short  time  we  shall 
be  here." 

"  I'm  glad  of  that,  old  man,  for  I  should 
like  to  go  back  to  Mandalay  with  a  whole  skin 
as  well  as  with  a  bag  full  of  rubies  before  my 
leave  expires." 

Jack  did  not  reply.  He  had  set  about 
preparing  a  shake-down  for  the  night,  and 
Wat  lost  no  time  in  following  his  comrade's 
example. 


CHAPTEE  VII. 

THE   MYSTEKY   OF  THE   MINE. 

THE  Goorkha  awoke  on  the  following  morning 
feeling  so  much  better  that  he  was  able  to  pre- 
pare the  breakfast  while  his  master  and  Jones 
employed  themselves  in  raising  a  breastwork 
at  the  entrance  of  the  stronghold. 

"  There,"  said  Jack,  when  the  wall  was  about 
four  feet  high,  "  that  will  do  for  the  present, 
but  we  will  leave  a  few  big  stones  close  at 
hand  in  case  we  should  wish  to  heighten  it  in 
a  hurry." 

"Well  thought  of,  old  fellow.  You're  a 
credit  to  your  profession,"  replied  Wat,  as  he 
proceeded  to  fetch  a  slab  of  rock  that  lay  some 
fifteen  yards  away.  "  This  would  make  a 
capital  coping-stone  if  I  could  only  get  it  up," 
he  continued,  endeavouring  to  raise  the  flag, 
which  was  half  embedded  in  the  ground. 

"  No  doubt  it  would,"  replied  Eraser;  abut 
we've  no  time  to  cope  with  it  now.  I  see 
Golam  signing  to  us  that  breakfast  is  ready." 

"And  you  must  need  it  after  perpetrating 
69 
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such  a  pun  as  that !  "  exclaimed  Wat,  making 
one  more  futile  effort  to  loosen  the  slab. 

"  It's  no  use,  old  man,"  retorted  Fraser,  un- 
abashed; "a  few  brains  would  be  of  more 
avail  than  muscle  for  such  work  as  .that.  You 
want  a  lever." 

"  Yes,  but  if  you  will  tell  me  where  I  can 
get  one  it  will  be  more  to  the  point,"  answered 
Jones,  his  Celtic  blood  beginning  to  boil  up. 

"  Why,  there  are  plenty  in  the  jungle  below 
us ;  we'll  cut  a  sapling  as  we  return  home  this 
evening ;  it's  no  use  wasting  any  more  time 
now." 

Wat  felt  anything  but  amenable  to  advice ; 
but,  seeing  that  Jack  had  already  turned  his 
steps  towards  the  spot  where  Golam  (and 
breakfast)  was  awaiting  them,  he  thought 
better  of  it,  bestowed  a  parting  kick  on  the 
immobile  flag,  and  followed  his  comrade. 

An  hour  later  the  young  men  were  skirting 
the  edge  of  the  lake  towards  the  rocky  ridge  at 
its  northern  extremity.  They  wished  to  find 
out  what  lay  beyond,  in  the  hope  that  it  might 
afford  some  clue  to  the  discrepancy  between 
their  map  and  Jack's  recollection  of  the  country, 
and  what  they  had  actually  found  it. 

The  sheet  of  water  was  not  very  extensive, 
and  twenty  minutes'  walking  and  scrambling 
— for  the  ground  was  very  rough  in  some  places 
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— brought  them  to  its  furthest  limit.  The 
shore  was  covered  with  loose  shale  and  debris 
from  the  adjacent  cliffs,  and  rose  somewhat 
bruptly  to  their  base.  Jack  at  once  com- 
menced climbing  the  rocks,  while  Wat  set 
about  examining  their  nature.  For  it  suddenly 
occurred  to  the  latter  that  if  he  could  deter- 
mine this  point  it  would  materially  assist  them 
in  solving  their  difficulty. 

Jack  was  nearly  half  way  to  the  top  of  the 
ridge  when  an  exclamation  from  his  companion 
caused  him  to  halt.  "  Well,  what  is  it?"  he 
inquired,  looking  down  from  his  elevated  perch. 

"  Why,  something  very  important,  I  believe," 
answered  Wat,  as  he  unhooked  a  small  hatchet 
which  he  carried  at  his  belt,  and  broke  off  a 
piece  of  the  adjacent  rock. 

"Oh!  what's  the  use  of  stopping  to  geologize 
now  ! "  exclaimed  Jack,  impatiently.  "  I  think 
it's  much  more  important  to  reach  the  top  of 
the  cliff  and  see  how  the  land  lies.  Our  first 
concern  is  to  determine  our  whereabouts,  or 
rather  that  of  the  rubies  which  we  came  in 
search  of/7  And  with  that  he  recommenced 
climbing. 

"  There  are  more  ways  than  one  of  doing 
things,"  muttered  Wat  to  himself,  as  he  care- 
fully examined  the  fragment  of  rock  which  he 
had  detached.  Then,  apparently  confirmed  in 
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his  first  estimate  of  its  nature,  he  raised  a 
' l  "Who  -  whoop  !"  of  triumph  that  effectually 
arrested  Jack's  further  progress  and  made  the 
welkin  ring. 

As  the  last  echoes  died  away,  Jack's  voice 
was  heard  loudly  deprecating  his  comrade's 
indiscretion. 

"  Goodness,  man  ! "  he  cried,  "  you'll  have 
all  the  Dacoits  in  the  neighbourhood  down 
upon  us  if  you  make  that  noise !  What  on 
earth  are  you  shouting  at  ?" 

The  mention  of  Dacoits — whom  in  his  excite- 
ment Wat  had  quite  forgotten — sobered  him  in 
an  instant,  and  he  replied  in  tones  sufficiently 
subdued  to  appease  even  Eraser's  momentary 
wrath. 

uThis  must  be  the  ridge  referred  to  in  the 
plan,"  he  said,  looking  up  at  Jack,  who  was 
listening  with  hand  to  ear  for  what  his  chum 
had  to  tell;  "  I've  found  the  vein  of  gneiss, 
which  it  described  as  running  through  the 
rock!" 

"Well,  I  don't  see  how  that  is  going  to  help 
us,"  replied  Jack,  who  was  none  too  well  pleased 
at  being  forestalled  in  the  way  of  discoveries. 
"  I  think  it  only  makes  matters  more  perplex- 
ing ;  for  the  heart  of  the  mine  is  said  to  be  in 
a  depression  near  the  foot  of  the  ridge  you 
speak  of,  and  here  we  find  nothing  but  water." 
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"  That's  unfortunately  true  enough, "  answered 
Wat,  despondingly,  his  mercurial  temperament 
at  once  bringing  him  down  plump  from  the 
ecstatic  heights  to  which  his  discovery  had 
carried  him. 

Whereupon  Eraser  relented,  and  added 
hastily:  "But  there  may  be  a  similar  ridge 
further  on.  I  shall  soon  see.  Just  wait  there 
a  minute."  And  he  quickly  completed  his 
climb  to  the  summit. 

Wat  waited  anxiously  for  the  result.  He  saw 
Jack  spring  lightly  on  the  topmost  crag,  and 
waited  expectant  for  the  joyous  signal  or  shout 
that  should  tell  him  that  their  surmise  was 
verified.  But  he  watched  and  listened  in  vain. 
Although,  of  course,  Jack's  face  was  turned  the 
other  way,  it  was  plain  from  the  expression  of 
his  back — as  Wat  said  afterwards — that  no 
second  ridge  was  visible,  and  that,  therefore, 
his  supposition  was  not  borne  out  by  solid  fact 
in  the  shape  of  solid  rock. 

Nevertheless,  Jack  had  made  some  important 
discovery,  though  it  was  not  quite  the  one  he 
had  anticipated.  He  had  seen  another  and 
larger  expanse  of  water  to  the  northward. 

"  It's  more  puzzling  than  ever ! "  was  his 
concluding  comment,  after  he  had  descended 
from  the  ridge  and  described  what  he  had  seen 
to  his  companion. 
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But  Wat  did  not  appear  to  regard  the  matter 
in  the  same  light.  He  seemed  lost  in  thought 
for  a  minute  or  so,  and  then  suddenly  his  face 
brightened  up  and  he  replied  almost  triumph- 
antly :  "  I  believe  I've  got  it !  " 

Eraser  stared  in  amazement.  "  Got  what  ?  " 
he  asked.  "  What  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Why  the  solution  to  the  mystery.  But  I 
cannot  be  certain  until  I  have  properly  ex- 
amined the  outlet  of  this  lake.  Come  back  with 
me  at  once ;  "  and  without  heeding  his  com- 
rade's looks  and  expressions  of  surprise  and 
incredulity,  Wat  commenced  to  retrace  his 
steps  at  a  pace  which  obliged  Jack  to  put  forth 
his  best  efforts  to  keep  up  with  him. 

At  length  both  arrived  hot  and  breathless  at 
the  head  of  the  ravine,  down  which  rushed  the 
overflow  from  the  lake.  The  volume  of  water 
was  insignificant,  as  it  was  the  dry  season  of 
the  year,  but  the  abruptness  of  the  descent  and 
the  broken  rocky  nature  of  the  gorge  churned 
it  into  foam  and  spray  which  partially  concealed 
its  channel. 

Wat  scrambled  nearly  half  way  down  the 
ravine,  stopping  now  and  again  to  scrutinize 
the  jagged  sides  and  bed  of  the  cascade,  while 
Jack  watched  him  curiously  from  above. 

Presently,  as  the  lieutenant  gazed  down  into 
the  boiling  torrent,  he  found  himself  wondering 
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why  the  huge  stones  and  masses  of  rock  which 
formed  its  bed  were  so  sharp-edged  and  rugged 
instead  of  being  smoothed  and  rounded  by  the 
action  of  the  water.  Then,  all  at  once,  the 
reason  for  his  chum's  eccentric  behaviour 
flashed  upon  him — "What  a  fool  I  am  !"  he 
exclaimed  aloud ;  "  why  it's  an  artificial  dam, 
of  course,  and  Wat  has  been  the  first  to  find  it 
out !  That's  why  he  came  back  in  such  a  hurry 
to  see  if  the  outlet  confirmed  his  surmise.  How 
he  will  crow  over  me  ! " 

The  latter  part  of  his  soliloquy  was  merely 
thought,  not  spoken,  for  Jones  was  returning  up 
the  bank  and  close  at  hand. 

"It  is  just  as  I  thought,"  exclaimed  the 
latter  in  tones  of  exultation,  as  soon  as  he  could 
get  his  breath.  "  The  natives  must  have 
dammed  up  the  stream  in  order  to  destroy  all 
traces  of  the  mine,  and  the  ruby  ground 
marked  on  my  plan  now  forms  the  basin  of 
this  lake  ! "  And  then,  noticing  the  ex- 
pression of  his  comrade's  face,  he  added  less 
jubilantly,  "But  I  see  you  have  already 
guessed  as  much." 

"Yes,  and  it  was  stupid  of  me  not  to  guess 
it  sooner,"  replied  Jack,  "  for  I  had  been  here- 
abouts before  and  ought  to  have  been  more 
sure  of  my  bearings." 

"Never  mind  about  that,"  answered  Wat 


76  The  Mystery  of  the  Mine. 

cheerily.  "  We've  located  the  mine,  as  they 
say  in  America,  and  all  we've  got  to  do  now  is 
to  raise  the  rubies,  or  at  least  as  many  as  we  can 
carry,  and  be  off  before  we're  discovered." 

"  All ! "  repeated  Jack deprecatingly.  "It's 
rather  a  big  <  all '  I  think,  considering  the  best 
part  of  the  ground,  according  to  your  plan,  is 
probably  from  ten  to  twenty  feet  under 
water." 

"  All  the  better,  old  man,"  answered  Jones 
playfully.  "  It  will  save  us  a  lot  of  digging." 

"  Enough  of  this  nonsense,  Wat,"  retorted 
Jack  rather  testily.  "I'm  tired  of  trying  to 
solve  riddles,  so  please  explain  yourself." 

Wat  laughed  good-naturedly,  and  changing 
his  tone  said  with  quiet  earnestness — "  It's  as 
easy  as  A  B  C ;  I've  found  the  sluice  and  all 
we've  got  to  do  is  to  raise  the  trap  and  let  off 
the  water." 

"  Indeed ! "  exclaimed  Eraser,  "  is  that  all  ?  " 

"  Very  nearly.  We  shall  have  to  construct 
some  sort  of  a  catch-box,  of  course — a  rough 
sieve — at  the  end  of  the  sluice  to  intercept  the 
rubies.  But  that's  simple  enough." 

"  At  all  events  you  seem  to  have  worked  out 
a  scheme  to  your  own  satisfaction,"  replied 
Jack,  somewhat  petulantly.  He  did  not  quite 
relish  his  friend's  evident  superiority  in  mining 
tactics.  "But  I  don't  quite  see  how  you  are 
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going  to  get  at  the  gems — if  indeed  there  are 
any — without  digging  for  them. >J 

"  The  water  will  unearth  them  fast  enough 
as  soon  as  it  begins  to  drain  away  from  the 
bottom  of  the  lake — providing,  as  you  say, 
there  are  any,  though  as  to  that  I  think  there 
need  be  no  misgivings.  The  natives  would 
scarcely  have  troubled  themselves  to  flood  this 
piece  of  ground  if  it  had  not  contained  some- 
thing they  wished  to  conceal  from  the  hated 
Feringhees." 

"  Sounds  plausible,  at  all  events,"  remarked 
Jack;  "  so  the  sooner  we  put  your  plans  and 
theories  to  the  test  the  better." 

"Well,  the  first  thing  to  be  done  is  to  con- 
struct the  catchbox,  so  if  you'll  scramble  up  to 
the  camp  for  an  axe  I'll  be  cutting  some  of 
those  canes  with  my  hatchet." 


CHAPTEK  VIII. 

A  STRANGE   APPARITION. 

FOR  the  remainder  of  the  day  the  two  young 
men  were  hard  at  work  constructing  a  long 
sort  of  trough.  It  was  made  of  tall  saplings 
trimmed  of  their  branches  and  woven  together 
with  lengths  of  cane.  About  every  twelve  or 
fourteen  inches  along  it  little  partitions,  or 
ripples  as  they  are  called,  were  placed  trans- 
versely the  height  of  about  half  way  up  from 
the  bottom  of  the  trough.  These  were  made 
of  very  fine  strands  of  cane  and  were  for  the 
purpose  of  retaining  the  gravel  as  it  flowed 
through  the  trough  and  only  permitting  the 
water  and  mud  to  escape. 

Of  course  the  idea  was  that  the  rubies  and 
sapphires  would  be  caught  along  with  the 
gravel,  and  that  as  soon  as  the  ripples  were 
seen  to  be  full  the  water  could  be  shut  off 
until  the  whole  contents  of  the  trough  had 
been  examined  and  the  gems  extracted. 

By  the  time  the  sluice-box,  or  basket,  was 
completed  and  placed  in  position,  darkness 
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overtook  the  workers,  and  there  was  nothing 
for  it  but  to  retire  to  their  aerie  for  the  night. 

As  they  passed  the  spot  where  they  had  cut 
the  poles  required  for  the  trough  "Wat  picked 
up  one  which  had  been  rejected  as  too  stout 
for  their  purpose. 

"What  are  you  going  to  do  with  that?" 
inquired  his  companion.  . 

' '  Use  it  on  that  slab  I  was  trying  to  raise  this 
morning,  of  course — you  said  I  wanted  a  lever." 

"  Oh !  to  be  sure — Pd  forgotten,"  said  Fraser; 
and  then  he  added,  "  But  it  will  be  too  late  to 
tackle  it  to-night,  even  if  we  are  not  too  tired." 

"  I  don't  mean  to  tackle  anything  but  the 
supper  which  I  hope  Golam  has  prepared  for 
us,"  answered  Wat  facetiously,  as  he  clambered 
up  the  steep  face  of  the  knoll,  using  the  long 
polo  as  an  alpenstock. 

In  a  very  few  minutes  they  had  reached 
their  little  fortalice,  where  they  found  the 
Goorkha  and  supper  awaiting  them. 

"  The  Sahibs  are  late,"  said  the  soldier 
saluting,  but  appearing  strangely  perturbed. 

Jack  stared  at  the  man,  wondering  if  his 
wound  had  affected  his  brain.  The  momentary 
frown,  however,  vanished  from  the  lieutenant's 
face  as  he  noticed  the  poor  fellow's  evident 
agitation.  "What  is  it  Go — have  you  seen 
a  ghost  ?  "  he  asked.  He  was?  in  fact,  begin- 
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ning  to  feel  a  little  uncomfortable  himself, 
when  he  remembered  where  they  were  and 
that  Golam  was  by  no  means  given  to  un- 
warrantable panic. 

"  Yes,  Sahib,  or  that  budmash  Wadda  ! " 

"  Wadda  !  "Wadda!  "  repeated  the  two  Eng- 
lishmen simultaneously  in  tones  of  the  utmost 
surprise  and  alarm. 

"  Surely  you  must  be  mistaken !  "  added 
Fraser.  "He  could  scarcely  have  tracked  us 
up  the  river  and  through  the  jungle  so  quickly, 
for  water  at  all  events  leaves  no  trail." 

However,  the  Goorkha  could  not  be  shaken 
in  his  belief  that  he  had  seen  the  Dacoit  spy — 
for  such  he  evidently  was — only  a  few  minutes 
before  his  master's  return. 

"  What  was  the  fellow  doing — where  did 
you  see  him?"  asked  Wat,  looking  around 
apprehensively  at  the  encircling  rocks  and 
boulders. 

"There,  Sahib,  right  in  front  of  me  as  I 
sat  here  watching  for  your  return ; "  and  he 
pointed  towards  the  rude  wall  of  stone  which 
guarded  the  entrance  to  their  stronghold. 

Both  the  young  men  faced  quickly  about  and 
stared  into  the  gathering  darkness,  as  though 
they  expected  to  see  the  Burman's  ugly  face 
peering  at  them  over  the  extemporised  breast- 
work. 
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Jack  drew  his  revolver,  and  Wat  grasped  his 
somewhat  unwieldy  pole,  in  readiness  for  action, 
but  nothing  happened.  A  slight  mist  had 
risen  from  the  lake  at  sunset,  but  it  was  already 
clearing  off,  and  as  the  stars  began  to  peep  out 
one  by  one  and  no  enemy  appeared,  the  adven- 
turers quickly  recovered  their  equanimity. 
Their  appetites,  too,  began  to  reassert  them- 
selves, so  after  a  hurried  survey  of  their  camp 
and  its  approaches,  and  ordering  Golam  to  keep 
a  sharp  look-out,  they  at  once  proceeded  to  eat 
their  well-earned  supper. 

"  This  sort  of  thing's  enough  to  ruin  any- 
one's digestion,"  observed  Wat,  passing  his  tin 
cup  for  another  helping  of  pea-soup.  "One 
never  knows  when  one  will  be  able  to  have  a 
meal  in  peace.  Eut,  there!  I  never  could 
see  what  pleasure  was  to  be  found  in  travel- 
ling and  exploration.  I  think  the  discomforts 
far  outweigh  any  satisfaction  likely  to  be  ob- 
tained." 

"  It's  well  everyone  is  not  of  your  way  of 
thinking,  old  man,"  answered  Jack,  "  or  our 
country's  possessions  would  not  extend  as  they 
do  over  so  great  a  part  of  the  globe." 

"  Well,  I  suppose — "  began  Wat,  but  he 
never  completed  the  sentence,  for  at  that  in- 
stant his  companion  sprang  to  his  feet  with  an 
exclamation  of  surprise  and  seized  his  rifle, 
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which  he  had  laid  against  the  rock  close  at 
hand. 

"What  is  it  ?"  cried  Wat,  quickly  following 
his  chum's  example,  and  catching  up  his 
gun. 

"  What  is  it  ?  "  repeated  the  latter.  "  Why, 
I  begin  to  think  this  place  must  be  haunted.  I 
could  take  my  oath  I  saw  a  man's  head — 
Wadda's — peering  out  at  me  just  now  from 
under  that  big  stone." 

u  Phew,  man  !  That's  the  flag  I  was  trying 
to  raise  this  morning,"  answered  Jones,  much 
relieved.  "  You  are  the  victim  of  hallucination, 
old  fellow.  I  know  the  weight  of  that  stone, 
and  I'd  defy  the  old  serpent  himself  to  wriggle 
his  head  from  under  it." 

But  Jack  shook  his  head  and  appeared  quite 
unconvinced.  "  I  tell  you  I  saw  Wadda's  face 
distinctly,"  he  said,  "by  the  light  of  the  fire 
as  it  flamed  up  just  now." 

"  Nonsense,  my  good  fellow,  our  nerves  are 
a  bit  upset  and  our  imaginations  too  lively  to- 
night. However,"  he  continued  hastily,  seeing 
that  his  chum  was  in  no  mood  to  be  trifled 
with,  "  we'll  take  another  look  round  to  make 
assurance  doubly  sure." 

A  critical  survey  revealed  no  lurking  Dacoit. 
The  big  flag  was  in  its  place,  immovable  as 
ever  *  and  Golam,  standing  sentry  behind  the 
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breastwork,  had  neither  seen  nor  heard  any- 
thing unusual. 

"  IJmph  !  it's  very  strange,"  said  the  lieu- 
tenant as  he  returned  to  his  seat  very  far  from 
reassured.  "  "We  must  '  out  lights ' — indeed  it 
was  very  foolish  to  have  any."  And  with  Wat's 
assistance  he  soon  stamped  out  the  fire. 

Then  donning  their  mackintoshes — for  the 
night  air  was  cool — they  squatted  down  under 
an  overhanging  rock  and  conversed  for  some 
time  in  low  tones. 

"This  is  more  romantic  than  pleasant,"  ob- 
served "Wat,  "  and  I  shouldn't  be  sorry  if  I 
were  safely  back  at  Mandalay,  rubies  or  no 
rubies." 

He  had  been  full  of  hope  and  energy  half  an 
hour  previously,  but  his  mercurial  spirits  knew 
no  mean  between  elation  and  depression,  except 
when  he  was  either  fully  employed,  or  sleep- 
ing !  Jack  was  of  a  totally  different  type.  He 
was  far  less  sanguine,  but  once  embarked  on  any 
enterprise  he  stuck  to  it  with  a  dogged  deter- 
mination, which  generally  carried  him  through 
in  spite  of  unforeseen  difficulties.  His  answer 
to  Wat  was  characteristic, — 

"  Tut,  man,  don't  pretend  to  be  faint-hearted. 
We're  here  now  for  good  or  evil,  and  come 
what  may,  I,  for  my  part,  don't  mean  to  return 
empty-handed." 
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"Then  I  wish  you  had  brought  a  whole 
company  with  you,  instead  of  only  one  solitary 
Goorkha,"  replied  Wat,  "for  I  see  plainly  that 
there  is  great  risk  of  encountering  Dacoits,  and 
as  I  told  you  before,  I  neither  want  to  slay  nor 
to  be  slain." 

"Not  much  fear  of  either,  old  fellow,  if  we 
only  exercise  due  caution." 

"Then  you  begin  to  think  you  may  have 
been  mistaken  about  Wadda's  head  just  now." 

"  I  must  think  so,"  replied  Fraser,  somewhat 
shortly,  "  for  where  could  he  possibly  have  got 
to  ?  We  have  searched  every  nook  and  cranny  of 
the  rocks  without  finding  so  much  as  a  trace  of 
the  villain.  But  henceforth,"  he  added  em- 
phatically, "  you  may  set  me  down  as  a  firm 
believer  in  ghosts,  apparitions,  and  such  like." 

Having  arrived  at  this  somewhat  unwarrant- 
able conviction,  Jack  rose  to  his  feet,  saying  he 
was  going  to  relieve  guard,  and  admonishing 
Wat  to  go  to  sleep  until  he  called  him  to  take 
his  turn  at  watching. 


CHAPTEE  IX. 

AN  ENGINEERING  FEAT  AND  AN  INTRUDER. 

THE  night  passed  without  any  fresh  alarm,  and 
by  seven  o'clock  the  next  morning  the  two 
comrades  were  at  the  lake.  Kefreshed  by  their 
night's  rest  and  the  cool,  balmy  air,  they  dis- 
missed all  thoughts  of  Dacoits,  and  in  high 
spirits  set  about  devising  some  means  of  letting 
out  the  water.  The  latter  was  so  clear  that  it  was 
easy  enough  to  see,  about  ten  feet  down,  the  rude 
device  for  emptying  the  lake.  This  was  evi- 
dently the  butt-end  of  a  tree  some  six  feet  in 
length  and  twelve  inches  in  diameter,  which 
had  been  bevelled  off  at  the  stump  so  as 
to  form  a  huge  plug.  And  this  plug  was 
let  into  what  they  believed  to  be  the  hollow 
trunk  of  a  large  tree  projecting  into  the  bottom 
of  the  lake  and  forming  the  head  of  the  sluice 
which  passed  under  the  embankment. 

The  difficulty   was   how  to   withdraw   the 

plug !      A  stout   piece   of  timber  had    been 

fastened  about  a  foot  from  its  upper   end — 

making  it  into  the  shape  of  a  rude  cross — but 
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this  was  all  that  had  been  provided  to  facilitate 
the  raising  of  the  log,  and  it  was  some  ten  feet 
below  the  surface  of  the  water. 

"  I  should  like  to  know  how  you  propose  to 
lift  this  plug,  my  amateur  engineer  ? "  said 
Eraser,  as  for  the  third  or  fourth  time  he  peered 
down  into  the  pellucid  water. 

"I  think  I  know,"  answered  Jones,  aroused 
by  the  question  from  a  brown  study  into  which 
he  had  fallen.  "  You  brought  the  axe  with 
you,  I  see ;  take  it  and  cut  a  couple  of  straight 
poles  about  sixteen  feet  long  and  three  or  four 
inches  in  diameter,  that's  a  good  fellow." 

Without  a  word  Jack  set  about  obeying  his 
comrade's  behest.  He  felt  that  in  this  matter 
of  mining — if  such  it  could  be  called — Wat 
was  better  informed  than  he  was,  and  he  was 
quite  content  for  him  to  take  the  lead. 

Meanwhile,  Wat  returned  to  camp  for  a  piece 
of  rope,  at  one  end  of  which  he  made  a  slip 
noose.  This  he  endeavoured  to  drop  over  the 
cross-bar  of  the  plug-beam.  It  was  a  difficult 
thing  to  do,  but  after  several  unsuccessful 
attempts  he  at  length  accomplished  the  feat, 
cut  and  trimmed  the  required  poles,  and 
dragged  them  to  the  spot. 

"Now,  I'll  be  fixing  these,"  said  Wat, 
"  while  you  cut  two  more  not  quite  so  thick." 

"All  right,"  replied  Jack,  again  shouldering 
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his  axe  and  retracing  his  steps  to  the  grove  of 
young  teak  trees. 

Wat  selected  the  heaviest  of  the  poles,  which 
chanced  to  be  slightly  forked  at  the  smaller 
end.  With  his  hatchet  he  cut  a  couple  of 
notches  in  the  bark  about  a  foot  below  the 
fork.  Next  he  removed  about  two  feet  of  the 
bark  from  the  butt  of  the  other  pole,  and  cut 
another  notch  for  the  rope.  Then  he  made  a 
prearranged  signal  to  Golam  to  come  down  and 
help  in  the  further  proceedings. 

"  I  never  thought  we  should  have  had  to 
spend  so  much  time  raising  this  stupid  sluice- 
trap,"  said  Eraser,  as  he  returned  at  that 
moment  with  what  looked  like  two  long  clothes- 
props. 

"  Nor  I,"  answered  Wat ;  "  but  it  is  evident 
the  constructors  had  not  our  interests  in  view 
when  they  contrived  this  dam  and  sluice." 

"Very  far  from  it,  I  should  imagine — con- 
found their  knavish  tricks  !  " 

Meanwhile,  Wat  set  to  work  to  lash  the 
"  props  "  and  the  biggest  pole  together  near 
their  respective  ends.  They  then  formed  what 
looked  like  a  tall  tripod.  u  I  don't  quite  see 
how  this  is  going  to  help  us,"  remarked  Jack, 
as  he  lent  a  hand  in  setting  up  the  odd-looking 
contrivance  on  the  bank. 

"  Wait  a  bit,  and  you'll  'twig'  it  quickly 
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enough,"  replied  Wat.  "  This  is  my  fulcrum, 
and  that  other  long  pole  is  the  lever.  I'm 
going  to  plant  the  apparatus  as  close  as  I  can 
to  the  sluice  plug,  and  I  want  you  and  Golam 
to  assist  me  by  holding  the  stays  while  I  launch 
the  main  tree  into,  the  water." 

Jack  was  still  looking  rather  puzzled  as  to 
how  the  thing  was  going  to  be  done  when  pre- 
sently the  Goorkha  arrived,  and  "Wat  continued, 
"  You  must  stand  one  on  each  side  of  me  and 
hold  tight  to  the  stays." 

"  It's  all  very  fine,  old  man !  "  said  Jack, 
with  a  comical  expression  of  face  and  intona- 
tion of  voice,  as  he  and  Golam  each  stooped  and 
grasped  the  bottom  of  the  prop  which  was 
nearest  to  him;  "very  fine  and  very  interest- 
ing, but  it  strikes  me  we  shall  stand  a  good 
chance  of  taking  a  cold  bath  together  if  you 
plump  that  tree  in  too  suddenly  ! " 

"I'll  be  as  careful  as  possible,"  answered 
Jones;  "  but  of  course  you'll  have  to  look  spry! 
Are  you  ready  ?" 

"Yes." 

"  Then  here  goes  !  "  said  Wat,  as  he  raised 
the  pole  in  his  arms,  and,  supporting  it  in  an 
upright  position  against  his  broad  chest, 
stepped  slowly  to  the  edge  of  the  dam  and 
dropped  it  butt-downwards  into  the  water. 

The  heavy  sap -laden  teak  sank  like  a  bay  of 
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iron.  Wat  had  aimed  so  cleverly  that  the  butt 
struck  the  bottom  almost  in  an  exact  line  with, 
and  scarcely  half  a  yard  short  of,  the  sluice- 
plug,  while  the  top  of  the  pole  stood  out  about 
two  feet  above  the  surface  of  the  water. 

Eraser  and  the  Goorkha  had  stuck  manfully 
to  the  stays,  and  although  jerked  about  for  a 
moment  or  two,  as  the  tree  shot  into  the 
water,  they  had  managed  to  keep  both  them- 
selves and  it  in  a  more  or  less  perpendicular 
position. 

"  Bravo !  that's  capital,"  exclaimed  "Wat. 
"  Now  well  fix  the  stays  to  a  couple  of  short 
stakes  driven  into  the  ground,  and  the  fulcrum 
will  be  as  steady  as  a  rock." 

It  did  not  take  long  to  do  this,  and  then  the 
remaining  pole,  which  was  intended  for  the 
lever,  was  quickly  got  into  position.  There 
only  remained  the  work  of  tying  the  rope 
which  Wat  had  fastened  to  the  plug-beam  to 
the  notched  end  of  the  lever  which  projected 
some  eighteen  inches  beyond  the  fork  of  the 
fulcrum.  This,  of  course,  entailed  a  wetting 
for  some  one,  as  it  could  not  be  reached  from 
the  bank.  But  having  got  so  far  with  his 
scheme  Jones  was  not  to  be  baulked  by  a  slight 
difficulty  of  that  sort. 

"One  of  you  raise  this  end  of  the  pole  as  high 
as  possible,"  he  said,  "  while  I  fasten  the  rope 
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on  the  other,57  and  he  commenced  rapidly  to 
throw  off  his  outer  garments  and  boots. 

In  a  very  few  minutes  he  was  in  the  water 
and  drawing  himself  hand  over  hand  along  the 
side  stays  towards  the  upright  post;  having 
reached  which  he  supported  himself  by  throwing 
one  arm  over  the  stay.  Then  he  quickly  looped 
the  rope,  which  he  had  carried  in  his  teeth, 
round  the  notched  end  of  the  lever,  and  drawing 
it  as  tight  as  possible  made  it  quite  secure 
with  a  good  sailor's  knot. 

"  That's  it— well  done,  Wat ! "  cried  Fraser. 
"  Shall  we  haul  away  now  ?  " 

"  No ;  wait  till  I  reach  land ;  I  don't  want  to 
be  sucked  into  the  sluice ! "  replied  Jones, 
working  his  way  back  in  the  same  way  that  he 
had  gone. 

a  Well,  look  sharp  then,  old  fellow,"  answered 
Jack,  "for  I'm  dying  to  have  a  pull  at  this 
splendid  lever." 

He  had  raised  the  pole  as  high  as  he  could 
possibly  reach  in  order  to  depress  the  other 
extremity  while  Wat  was  tying  the  rope.  The 
result  was  that  the  pole  was  now  high  above 
his  head.  To  catch  hold  of  it  he  was  obliged  to 
stand  on  tip-toe.  So  that  if  the  fulcrum  and 
rope  held  firm  it  was  evident  they  would  have 
a  tremendous  purchase  on  the  heavy  sluice-plug. 

At  length  the  exciting  moment  arrived  for 
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putting  the  apparatus  to  the  test.  Would  it 
stand  the  strain  ?  That  was  the  question  !  Jones 
did  not  wait  to  resume  his  clothing.  The  sun 
was  so  hot  by  this  time  that  he  found  the  im- 
mersion he  had  undergone  and  his  extremely 
light  attire  rather  pleasant  than  otherwise. 

"Now,  all  take  a  firm  hold  of  the  lever,"  he 
said,  setting  the  example,  "and  then  when  I 
give  the  word,  but  not  before,  pull  gently  and 
steadily  downwards — not  with  a  sudden  jerk, 
mind ! " 

"All  right,"  answered  Jack. 

"Yes,  Sahib,"  said  the  Goorkha. 

u  Make  ready,  then  !  "  cried  Wat,  hoarse  with 
excitement.  "  One,  two,  three,  pull  away — 
easily  now,  easily !  " 

The  pole  bent  with  the  weight  gradually  and 
increasingly  thrown  upon  it,  but  for  a  time 
without  result.  The  structure  creaked  and  the 
rope  stretched,  until  Wat  feared  it  would  break, 
but  the  plug  remained  apparently  immovable. 

"  My  word,  but  it's  fast  and  no  mistake  !  " 
exclaimed  Jack,  as  all  three  relaxed  their  efforts 
for  a  minute  and  rested. 

"  It's  bound  to  come  !  "  said  Jones.  "  Try 
again,  boys !  Now  for  a  long  pull,  a  strong 
pull,  and  a  pull  all  together !  " 

Once  more  all  three  clutched  the  long  lever 
and  swayed  upon  it  with  all  their  weight. 


92    An  Engineering  Feat  and  an  Intruder. 

The  pole  bent  until  it  was  nearly  level  with 
their  waists,  and  then  suddenly  gave  way  alto- 
gether, as  the  plug,  yielding  to  the  strain,  shot 
from  its  socket  like  a  cork  from  a  champagne 
bottle. 

The  result  was  what  might  have  been  antici- 
pated had  the  adventurers  been  less  excited.  In 
a  moment  all  three  of  them  were  sprawling 
ignominiously  on  the  ground.  Jack  and  the 
Goorkha  were  on  their  backs  and  Wat  was  lying 
face  downwards  across  them. 

Before  any  of  them  could  regain  their  feet  a 
hoarse  laugh  resounded  from  the  adjacent  forest, 
and  a  voice — which  they  easily  recognised  as 
Wadda's — shouted  derisively,  "The  Feringhees 
are  pigs ;  see  how  they  wallow  !  Down  with 
the  Feringhees ! " 

Wat  sprang  up  with  the  agility  of  a  mounte- 
bank, instantly  followed  by  the  other  two,  but 
the  intruder  had  already  vanished  into  the 
depths  of  the  jungle. 

"There,  now,  I  told  you  last  night  I  had 
seen  that  scoundrel's  face,  but  you  would  not 
believe  me  !  "  exclaimed  Fraser.  "  However, 
there  is  no  mistake  about  him  now,"  he  added 
more  calmly,  "so  the  sooner  we  get  our 
rubies  and  clear  out  the  better  it  will  be  for 
all  of  us." 

Even  then  it  never  occurred  to  the  young 


"  Down  with  the  Feringhees  !  " — See  p.  92. 
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officer  to  actually  abandon  their  object  and 
retire  empty-handed. 

"  See,  Sahib ;  there  he  goes  !  "  cried  the 
Goorkha  at  this  moment  in  tones  of  the  highest 
excitement,  and  pointing  with  his  finger  in  the 
direction  of  the  hillock  on  whose  summit  they 
had  made  their  camp. 

"Ah,  yes!  whcre's  my  rifle?"  exclaimed 
Jack,  darting  to  the  spot  where  he  had  left  the 
weapon  ;  while  Wat  started  hot-foot  in  pursuit 
of  the  impudent  spy. 


CHAPTER  X. 

HUN   TO   GROUND. 

"  GOOD  gracious  ! — my  rifle  ! — "Where  is  it, 
Golam?"  cried  the  dismayed  officer,  as  he 
searched  about  in  vain  for  the  precious  arm. 

But  Golam  had  not  seen  it.  lie  had  only  his 
own  W inehester,  which  he  had  laid  close  at 
hand  on  the  embankment  while  helping  to  raise 
the  sluice-plug. 

"  Perhaps,  Sahib,  the  budmash  has  taken  it," 
he  said,  in  awed  tones. 

"  What !  that  sneaking  Wadda  !— Can  it  be 
possible?"  exclaimed  Fraser,  stamping  his  foot 
with  impotent  rage,  as  the  mortifying  truth 
forced  itself  upon  him.  "  Yes,"  he  went  on, 
"  here  is  the  very  tree  I  leaned  it  against — my 
beautiful  Westley-Bichards  !  But  what  am  I 
wasting  my  time  for.  Give  me  your  rifle, 
quick !  " 

The  Goorkha  instantly  obeyed,  and  Fraser 
raising  it  to  his  shoulder  took  rapid  aim  and 
fired  at  the  flying  Burman  just  as  he  was  dis- 
appearing into  the  fringe  of  trees  at  the  foot 
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of  the  hill.  But  whether  or  not  the  shot  took 
effect  it  was  of  course  impossible  for  the 
lieutenant  to  know. 

Meanwhile,  "YVat  was  close  on  the  heels  of  the 
fugitive,  his  extremely  light  attire  enabling 
him  to  make  the*  most  of  his  naturally  excellent 
running  powers.  It  was  while  he  was  round- 
ing an  outstanding  group  of  trees,  and  so  for  a 
few  seconds  out  of  the  line  of  fire,  that  his 
comrade  had  seized  the  opportunity  to  take  a 
snap- shot  atvWadda. 

As  Wat  dashed  after  the  latter  into  the 
bushes,  Jack  returned  the  Winchester  to  Golam 
and  told  him  to  hasten  as  fast  as  he  could  in 
support. 

The  active  little  Goorkha  set  off  at  once;  and 
Eraser  was  just  debating  in  his  own  mind 
whether  he  had  better  follow  or  stay  in  charge 
of  the  tools  and  Wat's  clothes,  when  he  fancied 
he  heard  the  latter  shouting  for  him. 

This  decided  him  at  once,  and  he  lost  no  time 
in  hurrying  to  the  spot  where  his  comrade  and 
Wadda  had  disappeared  from  view. 

"  Look  sharp,  Jack,  I've  run  the  fox  to 
ground !"  cried  Wat,  triumphantly,  as  Jack 
arrived  hot  and  panting  upon  the  scene. 

"  Where  ?  I  don't  see  him,"  answered  Fraser, 
incredulously,  and  staring  about  him. 

"  There !  He's  gone  to  ground,   I  tell  you, 
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under  that  rock,  and  I've  set  the  Goorkha  to 
watch  that  he  doesn't  bolt  out  again." 

As  he  said  this  Jones  pointed  to  where, 
scarcely  a  dozen  paces  away,  Golam  stood 
shouldering  arms  at  the  foot  of  the  rocky  hillock. 

Jack  was  about  to  investigate  matters  for 
himself,  for  he  was  still  only  half  convinced  that 
it  was  not  a  joke  of  his  chum's,  when  he 
suddenly  caught  sight  of  his  treasured  rifle ; 
it  was  lying  half  hidden  under  a  tuft  of  grass 
almost  at  his  feet.  With  a  joyful  cry  he  sprang 
forward  and  snatched  it  up. 

il  Hurrah !  How  did  you  manage  to  recover 
this?"  he  asked,  almost  hugging  the  weapon 
to  his  breast.  "  I  never  expected  to  see  it  again." 

"  No  more  would  you,  my  friend,  if  it 
had  been  a  common,  or  {  Brumagem '  gun," 
answered  Wat,  "or  me  either  for  that  matter," 
he  added  with  a  peculiar  grin  "  except  as  a 
'  gone  coon  ' !  " 

"How  so,  old  fellow?"  inquired  Jack  with 
no  little  concern. 

"  Why,  you  see  after  you  had  winged  him  " — 
began  Wat  in  explanation ;  but  before  he  could 
get  any  further  Jack  interrupted  him  by  ex- 
claiming,— 

"Winged  him!  Did  I  really?— What  a 
lucky  shot !  " 

"  Yes,  lucky  for  you,  old  chap,"  replied  Wat, 
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not  too  well  pleased  at  being  interrupted,  "  but 
it  came  near  being  very  unlucky  for  me." 
Wat  paused  a  minute,  but  seeing  that  Jack  was 
now  all  attention  once  more,  he  condescended 
to  finish  his  story.  "  Your  bullet  must  have 
just  hipped  him,"  he  said,  "  for  he  had  fallen 
headlong  into  these  evergreens,  and  the  first 
thing  I  saw  as  I  entered  the  thicket  was  the 
muzzle  of  that  rifle  pointing  straight  for  my 
head." 

u  Phew !  and  not  a  very  pleasant  prospect 
either,  down  its  shining  barrels !  "  exclaimed 
Eraser  grimly.  "I  should  not  have  lingered 
in  front  of  them,  if  I  had  been  in  your  shoes !  " 

"  I  didn't,  you  may  be  sure,"  answered  Wat, 
"but  I  had  time  enough  to  see  behind  the 
sights  the  fierce  eyes  and  scowling  features  of 
the  Dacoit  as  I  sprang  aside  and  took  cover 
behind  a  tree.  He  had  raised  himself  to  a 
sitting  posture,  and  with  the  butt  of  the 
weapon  to  his  shoulder  and  his  finger  on  the 
trigger  was  evidently  bent  on  murder.  I  ex- 
pected every  moment  to  see  and  hear  the  dis- 
charge, if  not  to  feel  the  bullet  in  my  brain ; 
but  to  my  surprise  nothing  happened.  After  a 
moment  or  two,  he  flung  the  rifle  from  him 
with  a  savage  imprecation,  and  leaping  to  his 
feet,  limped,  rather  than  ran  to  yonder  cliff 
where  he  instantlv  disappeared." 
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"But  why  didn't  you  dart  after  him  and 
stop  him?  "  asked  Jack,  who  had  been  listen- 
ing almost  breathlessly  to  the  story. 

"  Ay,  that's  the  rub,  old  fellow  !  Nerves,  I 
suppose  !  Indeed,  it  all  happened  so  quickly 
that  before  I  could  recover  myself  he  was  out 
of  sight.  Then  the  Goorkha  came  up,  and  I 
showed  him  where  the  fellow  had  vanished, 
and  told  him  to  stand  guard  over  the  hole." 

"  Umph,  I  can't  say  you  distinguished  your- 
self very  greatly,  my  friend,"  observed  Fraser, 
examining  his  rifle;  "and  you  never  really 
were  in  danger.  The  weapon  is  still  at  f  safe,' 
as  I  left  it." 

"  Ah !  but  unfortunately  I  did  not  know 
that,"  replied  Wat,  naively.  "  I  only  dis- 
covered it  when  it  was  too  late  to  perform  the 
deeds  of  valour  I  now  feel  capable  of." 

Jack  laughed,  and  allowed  his  companion  to 
guide  him  to  the  spot  where  the  spy  had  dis- 
appeared. It  was  a  sort  of  crevice  in  the  rock 
so  hidden  by  trailing  plants  that  one  might 
easily  have  passed  within  a  yard  of  it  without 
noticing  it. 

"  See  !  "  said  Wat,  brushing  the  leafy  vines 
aside  with  his  hand,  "  there  is  only  just  room 
enough  for  a  man  to  enter." 

"Keep  back,  man.  Don't  stand  right  in 
front  of  the  cave,  like  that.  You  might  be 
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shot  or  speared,  before  you  knew  where  you 
were  !  " 

Wat  did  not  wait  till  his  comrade  finished 
his  warning,  but  sprang  to  one  side  with  com- 
mendable celerity.  And  it  was  lucky  for  him 
that  he  did  so,  for,  almost  simultaneously,  a 
spear  came  whizzing  through  the  foliage  before 
which  lie  had  been  standing,  and  stuck  into  a 
tree  opposite.  It  had  evidently  been  hurled  at 
him  by  someone  hidden  within  the  dark  recess 
of  the  cavern. 

"  My  !  what  a  shave  for  you,  old  boy  ! "  ex- 
claimed Eraser,  mechanically  raising  his  rifle  to 
the  lt  ready  "  and  slipping  back  the  safety  bolt. 

Jones  did  not  reply,  but  the  colour,  or  rather 
colourlessness  of  his  face  showed  plainly 
enough  how  clearly  he  realised  the  narrow 
escape  he  had  had.  His  whole  frame  seemed 
to  tremble  in  unison  with  the  quivering  spear 
which  stood  out  horizontally  between  him  and 
Eraser. 

At  this  moment  the  Goorkha  stepped  up  in 
front  of  his  officer  and  saluted. 

"  Well !  What  is  it,  Go  ? "  asked  the 
lieutenant. 

"If  the  Sahib  gives  the  word,  I  will  soon 
unearth  the  badger,"  he  answered,  drawing 
his  sharp  broad -bladed  kookrie  from  its 
sheath. 
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Fraser  looked  pleased  at  this  proof  of  his 
servant's  pluck  and  devotion,  but  shook  his 
head  and  replied :  "No,  my  good  fellow,  he's 
not  worth  the  risk  you'd  run  in  that  dark 
hole."  Then,  seeing  the  soldier's  disappoint- 
ment, he  added,  "  But  you  may  remain  here 
on  guard  until  we  have  time  to  think  of  some 
plan  for  bolting  the  *  varmint.'  I  and  my 
friend  must  now  hasten  back  to  the  lake  to  see 
if  the  sluice  is  acting  properly." 

"Why  not  keep  the  fellow  a  close  prisoner 
in  his  voluntary  cell  ?  He  will  then  have  no 
opportunity  of  betraying  us,"  said  Wat,  as  the 
Goorkha  took  up  a  position  whence  he  could 
watch  the  mouth  of  the  cave  without  being 
seen  himself  from  within. 

"  That's  worth  thinking  about,"  replied  Jack ; 
"but  come  along  now,  and  let  us  see  how 
matters  are  going  at  the  lake." 


CHAPTER  XL 

A    FRUITLESS    SEARCH. 

WHEN  Jones  and  Eraser  reached  the  dam 
they  found  that  the  water  had  already  sensibly 
lowered,  and  on  hurrying  to  the  ravine  they  saw 
and  heard  a  foaming  torrent  issuing  from  the 
sluice-pipe  and  rushing  down  the  rocky  channel. 

"  Hurrah  !"  cried  Wat,  "  we  shall  not  have 
long  to  wait  for  the  rubies.  I  should  think  all 
the  water  will  have  run  out  by  to-morrow 
morning." 

"And  what  shall  we  do  till  then?"  asked 
Jack,  who  had  been  demonstrating  his  satisfac- 
tion at  the  success  of  the  operations,  so  far,  by 
dancing  a  Scotch  reel. 

"  "Well,  I  should  say  it  would  be  as  well  to 
replenish  our  larder  by  shooting  some  of  the 
wild-fowl  we  have  seen  about." 

"  A  capital  suggestion,"  acquiesced  Eraser. 
"  And  there  is  another  thing  equally  impor- 
tant," he  added,  seriously. 

"What  is  that  ?" 
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"  To  carry  up  a  good  supply  of  water,  and 
strengthen  our  fortifications  in  readiness  for 
whatever  may  happen.  I  don't  at  all  like  that 
scoundrel  Wadda's  persistent  attentions,  and  I 
fear  they  bode  us  no  good." 

"  That's  why  I  think  we  ought  to  keep  him 
in  'quod'  till  we're  ready  to  clear  out,"  said 
Wat. 

<£  Ay,  if  we  can"  replied  the  lieutenant,  sig- 
nificantly; "but  I  scarcely  think  that  a  man 
who  is  clever  enough  to  track  us  here  would 
run  himself  into  a  trap.  Depend  upon  it,  he 
knows  of  some  other  exit  from  the  cave." 

"  Unless  he  was  so  badly  wounded  that  he 
was  glad  to  find  a  temporary  asylum  of  any 
kind,"  suggested  Wat,  dubiously. 

"Well,  at  all  events,  we'll  prepare  for  the 
worst ;  si  vis  paccm,  you  know ;  and  then  we 
shan't  be  caught  napping.  Be  quick  and 
tumble  into  your  clothes  while  I  run  back  for 
a  few  shot-cartridges  for  your  smooth-bore." 

So  saying,  Eraser  quickly  made  his  way  to 
the  summit  of  the  hill,  and  vaulted  over  the 
low  barrier  into  their  camp.  He  had  scarcely 
entered  it,  however,  before  he  saw  that  some- 
thing was  wrong.  The  cooking  utensils  were 
scattered  about,  and  a  small  case  of  medicines 
and  a  packet  of  tea  were  smouldering  on  the 
fire.  But,  worst  of  all,  the  leather  bag  contain- 
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ing  all  their  reserve  of  ammunition  had  dis- 
appeared entirely. 

Eor  a  moment  or  two  the  young  officer  could 
do  nothing  but  stare  about  him  in  blank  amaze- 
ment. "Who  could  have  done  this?"  he 
soliloquized;  "who,  but  Wadda!" 

The  next  minute  he  was  hurrying  down  the 
hillock  at  reckless  speed,  vowing  dire  vengeance 
against  the  Dacoit  spy.  lie  soon  reached  the 
spot  where  Golam  had  been  posted  to  watch  the 
mouth  of  the  cave.  The  faithful  fellow  was 
there,  rifle  in  hand. 

"Have  you  seen  anything  of  your  prisoner, 
Go  ?"  he  inquired. 

"  No,  Sahib  ;  all  is  very  quiet.  He  must  be 
asleep,  or  dead !" 

"  On  the  contrary,  I  fear  he  is  very  much 
awake  and  alive,  the  rascal !" 

The  Goorkha  opened  his  little  eyes  wide  with 
astonishment  at  this  announcement;  but  the 
next  minute  they  gleamed  with  a  different 
emotion,  as  he  listened  to  his  officer's  account 
of  the  state  of  their  camp. 

"  Let  me  go  and  see  what  has  become  of  him, 
Sahib,"  he  cried,  feeling  for  the  handle  of  his 
kookrie. 

"  You  shall  follow  me,  Golam,"  replied 
Fraser,  drawing  his  revolver,  and  stepping 
boldly  up  to  the  mouth  of  the  cavern. 
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He  had  little  fear  of  meeting  with  any  oppo- 
sition now,  as  he  felt  almost  certain  that  the 
Burman  had  made  his  escape  by  some  other 
exit,  and  had  ransacked  their  camp  on  his  way 
toward  the  jungle.  The  Goorkha  begged  so 
earnestly,  however,  to  be  allowed  to  creep  into 
the  cave  in  advance  of  his  master,  that  at  last 
Fraser  consented. 

The  plucky  little  soldier  accordingly  slung 
his  rifle  across  his  shoulders,  and,  drawing  his 
murderous-looking  knife,  crept  stealthily  into 
the  narrow  entrance.  Fraser  followed  close 
behind,  holding  his  revolver  well  in  front  of 
him,  and  his  finger  on  the  trigger. 

At  first  they  could  scarcely  see  a  yard  before 
them,  but  as  their  eyes  became  accustomed  to 
the  darkness,  they  were  able  to  make  out 
objects  ten  or  twelve  feet  away.  After  the  first 
few  yards,  the  cave  gradually  widened  out  into 
a  large-sized  chamber  of  an  irregular  oval  shape, 
and  about  ten  feet  in  height.  The  only  light 
came  from  the  narrow  opening  by  which  they 
had  entered.  They  peered  cautiously  around, 
examining  every  nook  and  corner  of  the  uneven 
rock- walls  as  well  as  they  could  by  the  feeble 
light ;  but,  save  for  a  few  faggots  piled  up  near 
the  further  extremity  of  the  cave,  and  a  heap 
of  dry  reeds  in  the  centre,  it  appeared  to  be 
quite  empty.  There  was  neither  any  trace  of 
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Wadda  nor  of  any  means  by  which  he  could 
have  effected  an  exit,  except  by  the  way  he  had 
entered ;  and  yet,  Golam  swore  that  no  living 
thing  had  passed  out  that  way. 

While  they  were  still  wondering  what  had 
become  of  the  mysterious  Burman  they  were 
startled  by  a  loud  coo-ee,  uttered  apparently 
close  to  the  entrance  to  the  cave.  Their  nerves 
were  strained  to  such  a  pitch  that  both  officer 
and  man  jumped  some  inches  off  the  ground  as 
the  unexpected  sound  reverberated  through  the 
cavern. 

"  Hist !  what  was  that  ?"  exclaimed  Fraser, 
instantaneously  covering  the  entrance  with  his 
pistol,  as  though  he  expected  an  inrush  of 
Dacoits. 

Before  Golam  could  reply,  a  voice,  which 
they  easily  recognised  as  "Wat's,  shouted  out 
impatiently:  ''Jack! — Golam!  where,  in  the 
name  of  fortune,  have  you  got  to  ?" 

"  Here  we  are,  old  fellow  !"  cried  Jack,  has- 
tening to  the  entrance,  and  by  no  means  sorry 
for  a  good  excuse  to  get  back  into  the  daylight. 

"How  did  you  get  in  there — where's  that 
infernal  spy  ?  "  asked  Wat,  eagerly. 

"  That's  just  what  we  should  like  to  know, 
old  man ! "  replied  Eraser,  ignoring  the  first 
part  of  his  comrade's  question.  "He  seems 
to  have  vanished  into  thin  air,  for  we  can  find 
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no  other  outlet  to  the  cave  than  this,  and  Golam 
swears  he  did  not  escape  this  way." 

"  No  fear  of  that,  I  should  think,"  said  Wat, 
"for  there's, no  love  lost  between  them.  It's 
more  likely  he's  still  hiding  somewhere  in 
there.  I've  got  some  wax  vestas  here,"  he 
continued,  producing  a  box  from  his  pocket ; 
"  let  us  have  another  search." 

"  All  right,"  replied  Jack  ;  "  but  you  won't 
find  him,  for  I've  seen  evidences  of  his  work 
outside."  And  then  he  gave  his  chum  an 
account  of  their  looted  camp,  and  how  greatly 
it  had  exasperated  him. 

"  Ton  my  word  !  "  exclaimed  Wat,  "  we 
shall  have  a  lot  of  scores  to  pay  off  if  ever  we 
catch  the  scoundrel  again."  And  lighting  a 
couple  of  vestas  he  led  the  way  back  into  the 
gloomy  cavern. 

The  search  proved  fruitless,  however,  except 
in  revealing  a  small  trace  of  blood  here  and 
there  upon  the  damp  floor,  showing  beyond 
question  that  the  Burman  •  was  severely 
wounded. 

It  was  galling  to  be  thus  outwitted  and 
defied  by  a  wretched  spy,  and  on  emerging 
from  the  cave  they  made  a  thorough  examina- 
tion of  the  surrounding  rocks  and  bush-clad 
slope ;  but  all  in  vain — no  opening  big  enough 
to  admit  even  a  man's  head  could  be  found. 
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At  length  they  reluctantly  abandoned  the 
search,  and  leaving  Golam  to  set  the  camp  in 
order  and  keep  watch  over  what  little  remained 
to  them,  they  set  out  in  quest  of  fresh  meat  of 
some  kind. 

Fortune  favoured  them  in  this  undertaking, 
and  they  returned  at  night-fall  almost  stagger- 
ing under  the  weight  of  the  venison  they  had 
secured,  having  luckily  fallen  in  with  a  small 
herd  of  deer. 

They  found  that  Golam  had  not  been  idle  in 
their  absence,  for  he  had  rilled  a  sort  of  natural 
tank  in  the  rocks  with  water  carried  up  from 
the  lake,  and  he  had  also  made  a  good  fire  in 
readiness  for  cooking  whatever  game  his 
masters  might  have  secured. 

In  a  very  few  minutes  some  nice  venison 
steaks  were  fizzling  away  on  the  hot  embers, 
and  the  tired  hunters  were  resting  themselves 
beside  the  fire  and  impatiently  awaiting  the 
readiness  of  the  well-earned  feast. 

u  We'll  raise  our  parapet  a  course  or  two 
higher  after  supper,"  said  Fraser,  "and  send 
Golam  down  for  the  two  haunches  we  left  hang- 
ing to  that  old  teak  tree  at  the  foot  of  the 
hillock ;  and  then,"  he  continued,  mischiev- 
ously, "  we  shall  almost  be  ready  for  a 
siege  ! " 

"  Pray  don't  talk  about  anything  so  uncom- 
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fortable,  Jack,  or  I  shall  lose  my  appetite  for 
supper." 

"  You'll  have  to  be  quick  about  it,  then," 
laughed  Fraser,  "  for  the  steaks  are  done  to  a 
turn,  and  I'm' going  to  pitch  into  one." 

When  they  had  both  satisfied  their  healthy 
appetites,  they  indulged  in  a  smoke  as  some 
compensation  for  the  loss  of  their  tea. 

At  length  Jack  rose  and  walked  towards  the 
parapet,  saying  it  was  time  to  get  to  work. 

Wat  followed  suit,  though  he  protested  that 
nothing  but  a  laudable  desire  to  safeguard,  as 
far  as  possible,  his  invaluable  skin  would  have 
induced  him  to  work  any  more  that  night. 

It  did  not  take  them  very  long,  however,  to 
raise  the  big  stones  which  had  been  previously 
collected  and  form  them  into  a  solid  coping  for 
the  breastwork.  As  the  total  height  of  the 
wall  was  now  about  five  feet  they  took  care  to 
leave  a  few  loopholes  just  beneath  the  coping. 
This  was  easily  effected  by  withdrawing  a  stone 
or  two  here  and  there  from  the  course  below. 

"There,"  said  Fraser,  as  he  contemplated 
their  handiwork  with  professional  pride,  "  that 
will  prevent  our  little  fort  from  being  rushed. 
We  ought  to  be  able  to  hold  such  a  position  as 
this,"  he  continued,  confidently,  <*  against  any 
scratch  pack  of  Dacoits  that  wretched  Wadda 
can  muster  in  the  time  at  his  disposal." 
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"I  know  you'll  be  quite  disappointed  if 
there's  no  occasion  to  test  its  strength/7  replied 
"Wat;  "but  if  my  calculations  are  right  we  ought 
to  have  secured  our  treasure  and  cleared  out 
before  "Wadda,  wounded  as  he  is,  can  collect  a 
force  to  prevent  us." 

"  "We  shall  see,"  answered  Tack.  "  How  long 
do  you  give  him?" 

"  Twenty-four  hours." 

"  "Well,  I  dare  say  it  will  take  him  quite  that 
with  my  bullet- hole  in  him !  "  replied  the  young 
officer  complacently ;  "  unless  there  is  a  Dacoit 
camp  nearer  than  I  imagine." 

"  If  you  think  there  is  much  likelihood  of  our 
being  dropped  upon  by  those  cut-throats  I 
should  prefer  to  effect  a  timely  retreat,"  said 
Jones,  naively.  ' '  Fighting  may  have  its  fascina- 
tions for  you  soldiers,  but  it  has  none  for  me,  as 
I  have  told  you  before,  and  I  would  rather 
return  with  a  whole  skin  than  with  a  whole 
bagful  of  rubies." 

"Ah!  ah!"  laughed  Eraser,  "/  shall  en- 
deavour to  return  with  loth.  But  come,"  he 
continued,  "if  we're  going  to  be  down  at  the 
sluice  by  daybreak  it' s  time  we  turned  in.  Golam 
will  take  the  first  watch." 

In  less  than  five  minutes  the  weary  comrades 
were  fast  asleep,  but  neither  of  them  escaped  a 
touch  of  nightmare.  Jack  dreamt  they  were 
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besieged  in  their  little  fortress  and  for  lack  of 
ball-cartridges  had  to  fire  away  the  rubies 
which  they  had  won  from  the  bottom  of  the 
lake ;  while  Wat  groaned  in  his  sleep  under  the 
imaginary  weight  of  a  heavy  sackful  of  the  same 
precious  stones,  which  he  was  struggling  to 
carry  away  with  him  though  closely  pursued 
by  Dacoits. 


CHAPTER  XII. 

TAKEN    AT    A    DISADVANTAGE. 

WITH  all  their  good  intentions  the  two  young 
men  did  not  awake  so  early  as  they  had  in- 
tended. Tired  nature  exacted  a  recompense 
for  the  exertions  of  the  previous  day,  and  the 
sun  was  already  high  in  the  heavens  when  they 
arose  and  took  a  hasty  survey  of  the  lake. 

So  far  as  they  could  see  from  the  hillock  there 
was  no  perceptible  difference  in  the  level  of  the 
water.  It  was  with  no  slight  misgivings,  there- 
fore, that  they  hurriedly  descended  to  obtain  a 
closer  view. 

On  reaching  the  dam  their  fears  were  con- 
firmed, for  it  was  plainly  evident  that  the  water 
was  no  lower  than  on  the  previous  day. 

u  What  a  miserable  sell !  "  exclaimed  Fraser 
as  he  stopped  and  gazed  at  the  undiminished 
sheet  of  water  which  stretched  from  his  feet  to 
the  rocky  ridge  and  sparkled  in  the  bright  sun- 
shine. 

"  Something  must  have  gpt  into  the  sluice- 
pipe  and  stopped  the  outflow,"  replied  Jones,  as 
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he  hastened  onward,  feeling  very  much  per- 
plexed and  annoyed.  "Well,  I'm  jiggered  ! " 
he  cried,  a  moment  later,  as  he  reached  the 
rude  contrivance  they  had  set  up  for  raising  and 
lowering  the  sluice-plug,  and  found  that  the 
latter  had  been  returned  to  its  socket. 

While  he  stood  gazing  at  this  unexpected 
condition  of  affairs,  Eraser  arrived  and  inquired 
what  he  was  staring  at. 

"Can't  you  see?"  replied  Wat,  crustily,  for 
he  was  greatly  annoyed  at  finding  his  handi- 
work tampered  with. 

"  Why  I  do  believe  someone's  released  the 
lever  and  let  down  the  plug-beam,"  exclaimed 
Jack,  suddenly  discerning  what  had  occurred. 

"  To  be  sure  !  But  who  could  have  done  it?  " 
asked  Wat.  "  That's  the  question." 

"  Wadda,  I  should  think ;  who  else  ?  "  re- 
sponded Jack  wearily.  "  He's  for  ever  dogging 
our  steps  and  frustrating  our  plans.  I'll  be 
bound  he  was  playing  us  this  little  trick 
yesterday,  at  the  very  time  we  were  busy 
searching  for  him  in  the  cave !  " 

"  He's  quite  uncanny,"  said  Wat.  "  It  makes 
me  nervous  to  think  about  him." 

"  He's  our  evil  genius,  at  all  events,  and  we 
shall  have  to  be  up  early,  as  the  saying  is,  if 
we  mean  to  get  the  better  of  him." 

"  I  wonder  he  didn't  completely  wreck  our 
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apparatus  while  he  was  about  it,"  rejoined  "Wat, 
reaching  up  his  hand  to  grasp  the  lever  above 
him  with  the  intention  of  raising  the  plug. 

"  Perhaps  he  heard  us  setting  out  on  our 
hunting  expedition  and  thought  we  might  be 
coming  this  way,"  suggested  Fraser.  "But 
down  with  the  lever,"  he  added ;  "  enough  time 
has  been  wasted  already." 

Wat  raised  himself  on  tip-toe,  so  as  to  get  a 
good  grip  of  the  pole,  and  then  pulled  it  down- 
wards with  all  his  weight.  The  result  was  not 
such  as  might  have  been  expected.  Instead  of 
the  huge  lever  acting  as  it  had  previously  done, 
the  pole  suddenly  snapped,  and  poor  Jones  came 
heavily  down  on  his  back  with  the  pole  on  the 
top  of  him. 

Fraser  had  sprung  nimbly  aside,  just  in  time 
to  escape  injury.  And  now,  his  momentary 
surprise  over,  he  burst  into  peals  of  laughter  at 
his  comrade's  ignominious  downfall. 

"  Bother  the  fellow !  This  is  more  of  Wadda's 
work  ! "  exclaimed  Wat,  angrily,  as  he  picked 
himself  and  the  broken  pole  up.  "  Yes,"  he 
continued,  "  see  here  !  There  has  been  a  deep 
notch  cut  nearly  through  the  wood  where  it 
broke ! " 

"  Ah,  so  there  has,"  cried  Jack.  "  It's  quite 
evident  we  were  not  up  sufficiently  early  this 
morning  at  all  events.  But  that's  more  reason. 
H 
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why  we  should  hurry  now,"  he  added.  "  Bun 
up  to  the  cainp  for  an  axe,  that's  a  good  fellow. 
We  shall  have  to  cut  a  fresh  lever." 

"All  right,"  replied  Wat,  handing  the  piece 
of  broken  pole  to  his  chum,  and  preparing 
to  start.  "You  can  be  selecting  a  suitable 
tree." 

"Tell  Golam  to  keep  the  coffee  hot.  We 
shan't  be  long.  Hi !  look  out !  " 

The  words  were  scarcely  uttered  when,  with 
a  quick  rush,  half-a-dozen  Burmans  sprang  out 
of  the  adjoining  thicket  and  threw  themselves 
upon  the  two  Englishmen.  Wat  was  completely 
taken  by  surprise  and  borne  to  the  ground 
before  he  could  turn  and  defend  himself.  But 
Eraser  had  seen  the  enemy  just  in  time  to  step 
back  and  swing  his  short  piece  of  pole  about 
him  with  such  effect  as  to  beat  his  assailants 
off,  knocking  one  of  them  senseless  to  the  ground. 
Then  he  sprang  to  the  assistance  of  his  comrade, 
who  was  struggling  in  vain  to  free  himself  from 
three  or  four  lusty  Dacoits  who  were  holding 
him  down.  They  had  their  work  cut  out, 
however,  to  prevent  the  famous  football  player 
from  regaining  his  feet. 

With  a  loud  shout  for  help,  which  he  hoped 
Golam  would  hear,  Eraser  brought  his  club 
down  upon  the  head  of  first  one  and  then  another 
of  the  unlucky  Dacoits,  with  a  force  that  would 
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have  broken  their  skulls  but  for  their  protecting 
head-gear. 

" Bravo,  Jack!"  shouted  Wat,  as  he  flung 
aside  the  remaining  assailants  and  sprang  to 
his  feet. 

He  was  only  just  in  time  to  save  his  rescuer 
in  his  turn,  for  the  chief  of  the  band,  whom  he 
immediately  recognised  as  Wadda,  had  come 
up  and  was  about  to  plunge  his  long  knife  into 
the  young  officer's  side. 

"  Dog  !  Is  it  you  again  ?  "  cried  Wat,  catch- 
ing the  uplifted  hand  in  his  iron  grip,  and 
arresting  the  stroke. 

The  Dacoit's  answer  was  a  scornful  gesture 
and  a  command  to  his  followers  to  slay  the 
Feringhees  while  they  had  a  chance. 

For  some  reason  or  other  the  Dacoits  at  first 
had  only  attempted  to  take  the  Englishmen 
prisoners.  But  now,  in  response  to  their  leader's 
exhortation,  all  who  were  not  disabled  drew 
sword  or  dagger  and  made  a  renewed  assault 
upon  them.  * 

Jack  once  more  laid  about  him  with  his  club, 
and  endeavoured  to  beat  his  assailants  back,  at 
the  same  time  calling  out  to  Wat  to  hold  his 
prisoner  fast. 

"We'll  keep  the  scoundrel  as  a  hostage," 
he  added. 

But  at  that  very  moment  his  foot  slipped,  and, 
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missing  his  aim,  he  fell  headlong  amongst  his 
enemies,  the  piece  of  sapling  flying  from  his 
grasp  as  he  endeavoured  to  save  himself.  The 
cry  of  despair  which  escaped  his  lips  would  have 
been  the  last  he  would  ever  have  uttered  but  for 
his  comrade's  promptitude.  "Wat  rose  to  the 
occasion  in  a  manner  which  astonished  himself 
as  much  as  the  triumphant  Dacoits.  He  grasped 
their  leader  by  the  throat  as  well  as  wrist,  and 
having  no  other  missile  at  hand  in  this  sudden 
emergency,  he  hurled  the  unlucky  chief  back- 
wards into  the  midst  of  his  followers.  Two  of 
the  latter  were  knocked  over  like  ninepins  by  the 
force  of  the  collision,  and  in  the  confusion  that 
ensued  Jack  scrambled  to  his  feet,  while  Wat 
seized  the  piece  of  timber  which  had  already 
done  them  such  good  service. 

In  their  haste  and  anxiety  to  see  what  was 
wrong  with  the  outlet  they  had  not  brought 
even  a  pistol  with  them ;  their  situation  was, 
therefore,  a  desperate  one.  Both  recognised  this, 
and  were  quick  to  seize  an  opportunity  to  escape. 
It  was  decidedly  a  case  where  discretion  would 
be  the  better  part  of  valour. 

"Now  is  our  time.  Eun  for  it!'7  cried 
Wat,  as  he  felled  the  nearest  of  the  oncoming 
Dacoits. 

"Yes,  to  the  hillock— to  the  hillock!"  re- 
sponded Jack,  profiting  by  his  comrade's 
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gallantry  to  make  a  good  start,  for  he  well 
knew  the  latter's  superior  fleetness. 

Meanwhile  Golam's  voice  was  heard  shout- 
ing to  them  to  return  : — 

"  Back,  Sahibs !  Quick  !  "  he  cried,  and  then 
followed  several  shots  in  rapid  succession. 

a  That  must  be  the  Goorkha  hotly  engaged !  " 
exclaimed  Jack.  "  We  must  hurry  up  !"  and 
as,  glancing  round,  he  saw  that  Wat  was  close 
behind  him,  but  with  a  couple  of  infuriated 
Dacoits  at  his  heels,  "  Look  out,  behind  you  ! " 
he  cried  warningly. 

He  need  not,  however,  have  troubled  him- 
self about  his  comrade,  who  could  hold  his 
own  with  the  best  runners  of  any  clime  or 
nation. 

"All  right.  You  get  on,"  replied  "Wat, 
while  making  believe  to  be  putting  forth  his 
own  best  efforts. 

But  this  was  only  to  deceive  his  pursuers, 
and  when  he  reckoned  that  the  right  moment 
had  come,  and  that  they  would  be  confidently 
preparing  to  knock  him  on  the  head,  he 
suddenly  sprang  aside.  The  ruse  answered 
admirably  from  his  point  of  view.  The  Dacoits 
had  raised  their  weapons  to  strike,  believing 
the  Feringhees  to  be  at  their  mercy,  and  they 
were  utterly  unprepared  for  such  a  manoeuvre 
as  this.  Before  therefore  they  could  stop 
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themselves  they  were  rushing  by  their  intended 
victim. 

This  was  just  what  the  young  Englishman 
had  anticipated,  and,  with  one  sweeping  blow 
of  his  club,  he  knocked  the  nearest  of  the  two 
headlong  to  the  earth  as  he  passed.  The  other 
turned  as  if  to  attack  him,  but,  seeing  his  com- 
panion's fate,  he  changed  his  mind,  and  spring- 
ing into  the  jungle  disappeared  from  view. 

'•  There  ! "  cried  Wat,  hastening  after  his 
chum,  "  We  needn't  hurry  so  much  if  it  were 
not  for  Golam's  urgent  call.  I  wonder  what's 
the  matter  up  there  ?  " 

"  Something  very  serious  I  fear,  or  he 
wouldn't  have  called  as  he  did ! "  replied 
Fraser,  straining  every  nerve  and  muscle  to 
get  up  the  steep  ascent. 

"  Hark  !  I  hear  him  again,"  exclaimed  Wat, 
as  two  more  rifle-shots  broke  the  stillness  of  the 
forest ;  though  they  sounded  further  away  than 
before. 

"  He  must  be  endeavouring  to  frustrate  some 
attack  from  the  opposite  side  of  the  hill," 
gasped  Jack,  stopping  for  a  moment  half  way 
up  the  hillock  to  gain  a  little  breath. 

"  Or  else  executing  a  masterly  retreat !  "  was 
the  facetious  response,  for  Wat  was  in  high 
spirits  at  the  result  of  his  first  brush  with  the 
enemy. 
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"  Not  the  least  fear  of  that,  "  replied  the 
lieutenant  warmly,  not  liking  the  aspersion 
cast  upon  one  of  his  pet  G  oorkhas. 

In  another  minute  or  two  they  both  reached 
the  parapet  of  their  little  fortalice,  and  peered 
over.  Everything  seemed  to  be  just  as  they 
had  left  it,  except  that  Golam  was  nowhere  to 
be  seen. 

"  Umph  !  That's  odd  !  Where  can  the  fellow 
be  ?  "  exclaimed  Wat,  under  his  breath. 

"Not  far  off,  you  may  be  sure,"  whispered 
Jack.  "Ah,  there  he  is! — under  that  rock," 
he  continued,  with  animation.  "See!  He  is 
making  signs  to  us." 

Wat  looked  in  the  direction  indicated,  and 
saw  the  Goorkha's  head  and  shoulders  above  the 
natural  parapet  at  the  further  side  of  the  camp. 
A  large  rock  close  beside  him  threw  such  a  heavy 
shadow  over  the  spot  where  he  was  standing 
that  it  would  have  been  difficult  to  have  seen 
him  but  for  his  efforts  to  attract  attention. 

"  Yes.  But  what  is  he  doing  there  outside 
the  ramparts  ?  "  asked  Wat.  "  And  why  does 
he  keep  pointing  into  the  enclosure  ?  " 

"  That's  just  what  I  should  like  to  know  ?  " 
replied  Jack.  "  He  seems  to  be  pointing  at 
that  big  flag  which  you  tried  to  raise." 

"  And  where  you  saw  the  ghost,"  responded 
Jones. 
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"  Yes.  Why,  I  believe,"  exclaimed  Jack  as  if 
with  some  sudden  inspiration,  "  I  believe  there's 
more  about  that  stone  than  meets  the  eye !  " 

"  Let's  go  and  investigate,"  cried  "Wat  ex- 
citedly, and  placing  his  hand  upon  the  breast- 
work, he  was  about  to  spring  over  when  Jack 
stopped  him. 

"Wait  a  moment,"  cried  the  lieutenant. 
"  I'll  creep  round  and  speak  to  the  Goorkha,  if 
you'll  keep  a  look  out  for  the  enemy  on  this 
side.  There  must  be  some  reason  for  the  man's 
strange  behaviour  which  we  cannot  guess." 

"  All  right,  old  fellow,  only  don't  be  long," 
answered  Wat.  "I  got  a  whiff  of  hot  coffee 
just  now,  and  it's  made  me  ravenous  for  break- 
fast." 

"  Then  it  seems  a  little  fighting  hasn't  taken 
your  appetite  away  !  "  responded  Jack,  laugh- 
ing to  himself,  as  he  set  off  to  where  the 
Goorkha  was  standing. 
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CHARGING   THE  ENEMY. 

PHASER  did  not  find  it  so  easy  to  creep  round 
as  he  had  imagined.  Although  he  had  only  a 
third  of  the  circumference  of  the  summit  to 
make  it  took  him  several  minutes,  owing  to 
the  almost  total  absence  of  foothold  in  some 
places.  At  length,  however,  he  reached  the 
spot  where  the  Goorkha  was  stationed.  He 
found  him  with  his  elbows  resting  upon  the 
parapet  and  his  rifle-  pointing  towards  the 
mysterious  slab,  which  he  was  watching  as  a 
cat  does  a  mouse. 

"  Hillo,  Go  !  "What  are  you  doing  ?  "  asked 
the  lieutenant. 

As  if  in  answer  to  the  question  the  soldier 
suddenly  raised  the  rifle  to  his  shoulder,  whilst 
his  eyes  flamed  fiercely.  "  Look,  Sahib  !  "  he 
exclaimed,  in  excited  accents,  as  he  took 
careful  aim  into  the  enclosure. 

Jack  glanced  quickly  in  the  direction  in- 
dicated, and  saw  the  big  flagstone  being 
cautiously  raised  by  some  invisible  agency. 
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Then  he  fancied  he  saw  the  muzzle  of  a  pistol 
projected  from  beneath  it.  But  before  he  could 
utter  the  warning  which  rose  to  his  lips  he  was 
startled  by  the  sharp  report  of  Golam's  rifle 
close  beside  him.  Almost  simultaneously  there 
was  a  flash  and  report  from  the  supposed  pistol- 
barrel  opposite.  A  bullet  whistled  over  his 
head,  and  the  heavy  trap-door  dropped  back 
into  its  original  position. 

"  So, ho  !  " exclaimed Fraser,  "that  explains 
matters.  I  wondered  why  you  didn't  answer 
my  call,  or  come  to  our  assistance." 

From  the  Goorkha's  subsequent  account,  it 
appeared  that  he  was  in  the  act  of  picking  up 
his  own  and  his  master's  weapons,  with  the 
intention  of  hurrying  to  the  latter's  support, 
when  he  heard  a  slight  noise  behind  him. 
Turning  round,  he  saw  to  his  intense  surprise 
a  man's  head  and  shoulders  appear  as  if  out  of 
the  ground,  and  the  big  stone  standing  on 
edge  beside  him.  Before  he  could  recover 
from  his  astonishment  the  Dacoit — for  such  he 
evidently  was — presented  his  gun  at  him. 

Golam  sprang  aside  just  in  time  to  avoid  the 
shot  which  followed,  and  then  immediately 
returned  the  compliment  with  his  own  weapon. 
His  fire  evidently  took  effect,  for  the  intruder 
uttered  a  cry  of  pain,  and  disappeared  below 
again.  Thereupon  Golam  rushed  forward,  with 
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the  intention  of  preventing  any  repetition  of 
the  assault  by  pushing  back  the  slab  into  its 
place  and  holding  it  firmly  down.  But  his 
sudden  impulse  nearly  proved  fatal  to  him. 
He  could  not  move  the  stone,  and  several  gun 
barrels  were  thrust  up  and  discharged  almost 
in  his  face,  scorching  his  turban  and  slightly 
wounding  him  in  the  neck. 

Perceiving  his  mistake,  he  sprang  back  and 
vaulted  over  the  nearest  part  of  the  rock- wall, 
just  in  time  to  escape  a  further  fusilade.  Once 
fairly  under  cover,  however,  he  soon  silenced 
the  enemy's  fire  by  the  accuracy  of  his  own,  and 
so  prevented  them  from  gaining  a  footing  in 
the  fort. 

Jack  warmly  commended  his  plucky  servant 
for  the  courage  and  ability  he  had  shown  in 
defending  the  position.  Then,  ordering  him  to 
continue  his  watch,  he  beckoned  to  Wat,  and 
jumped  over  the  rampart  to  obtain  his  rifle  and 
revolver. 

Wat  lost  no  time  in  following  his  comrade's 
example,  and,  having  ascertained  from  him  how 
matters  stood,  he  proposed  that  they  should 
weight  down  the  trap-door  with  blocks  of 
stone,  and  so  prevent  the  Dacoits  from  open- 
ing it. 

"  And  taking  us  in  the  rear  just  when  we 
are  busily  occupied  in  repelling  an  assault  from 
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outside!"  commented  Jack.  "Yes,  I  think 
your  suggestion  is  a  very  good  one,"  he  added, 
thoughtfully ;  "  so  let  us  set  to  work  at  once 
before  that  fox  Wadda  has  collected  a  storming 
party." 

"He  shall  find  one  of  his  earths  stopped  at 
all  events,"  was  "Wat's  jocular  response,  as  he 
picked  up  a  large  fragment  of  rock  and  carried 
it  to  the  required  spot. 

Jack  took  up  another  piece,  and  very  soon 
they  had  both  piled  up  quite  a  heap  of  stones 
upon  the  trap-door. 

"  There  !  "  said  "Wat,  as  he  capped  the  cairn- 
like  structure  with  a  heavy  piece  of  quartz, 
"  It  will  tax  their  strength  and  ingenuity  to 
raise  that  trap -do  or  now." 

A  cry  of  warning  from  the  Goorkha  who 
had  moved  to  the  entrance  interrupted  Jack's 
reply,  and,  rushing  to  the  breastwork,  he  per- 
ceived at  least  a  score  of  Dacoits  streaming  up 
the  steep  path  from  the  lake. 

"  My  word !  He's  soon  mustered  another 
following  ! "  exclaimed  Jack,  as  he  made  ready 
his  heavy-bore  and  glanced  round  to  see  what 
his  companion  was  doing.  To  his  surprise  the 
latter  was  not  close  at  hand  as  he  expected. 
He  had  vanished. 

"  Hi !  Wat !  Where  are  you  ?  "  cried  the 
lieutenant  sharply. 
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There  was  no  longer  any  need  for  silence, 
but  great  need  for  prompt  action  if  the  enemy 
were  to  be  repulsed,  and  for  a  moment  or  two 
Eraser  was  greatly  exercised  in  his  mind  as  to 
what  had  become  of  his  comrade.  He  was 
about  to  call  a  second  time  when  the  latter 
emerged  from  behind  the  tent  at  the  extremity 
of  the  enclosure,  with  the  coffee-pot  in  one  hand 
and  the  dish  of  venison  steaks  in  the  other. 

"  All  right,  old  chap — I'm  coming,"  he 
answered  suavely,  as  though  he  were  merely 
taking  part  in  a  pleasant  picnic,  or  shooting- 
lunch,  on  the  Welsh  hills. 

"Look  sharp,  man  !  What  the  dickens  are 
you  about  ?  "  cried  Eraser.  "  The  Dacoits  are 
upon  us.  Hurry  up  !  " 

The  Goorkha's  repeating  rifle  was  already 
cracking  away,  and  very  soon  it  was  seconded 
by  the  heavier  discharge  from  Eraser's  large- 
bore. 

Wat  had  reached  the  breastwork  by  this 
time,  and,  stooping  down,  he  deposited  his 
prizes  under  the  wall.  But  he  could  not  bring 
himself  to  relinquish  them  entirely  until  he 
had  swallowed  a  few  gulps  of  the  coffee  and 
had  crammed  the  smallest  of  the  venison  steaks 
bodily  into  his  mouth.  Then  he  unslung  his 
rifle  from  his  shoulders,  and  stepped  up  to  his 
comrade's  side.  Presently  he  saw  his  chance, 
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and  taking  a  careful  aim  through  one  of  the 
loopholes,  he  fired  at  the  advancing  enemy. 

"Well  done!  That's  stopped  a  truculent 
rascal ! "  exclaimed  Jack,  as  one  of  the  fore- 
most of  the  Dacoits  fell  face  downwards  at  the 
entrance  of  the  narrow  pathway.  "And 
there's  another  to  keep  him  company,"  he 
added,  dropping  the  succeeding  man  with  his 
own  rifle. 

This  cooled  the  ardour  of  those  who  followed, 
and  caused  a  temporary  check,  which  a  born 
leader  like  Fraser  was  not  slow  to  profit  by. 

"  Follow  me— charge  !  "  he  cried,  as  with 
marvellous  agility  he  sprang  over  the  breast- 
work and,  revolver  in  hand,  rushed  at  the 
wavering  assailants. 

"For'ard  on !— Tally  ho!"  shouted  Wat, 
bounding  after  his  leader  in  the  wildest  state  of 
excitement.  "  For'ard  on !  Yoick  ! "  and, 
clubbing  his  gun,  he  fell  upon  the  enemy  with 
irresistible  might  and  energy. 

Golam,  on  his  part,  was  not  a  whit  behind 
his  superiors.  .His  fierce  yells  and  brandished 
kookric  aiding  greatly  in  the  discomfiture  of 
the  assailants.  A  few  of  the  latter  stood  their 
ground  for  a  time,  and  awaited  the  onset  of  the 
Feringhees.  But  the  greater  portion  turned 
and  fled  precipitately  down  the  hill  again. 

Of  those  who  stayed  to  try  conclusions  with 
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the  redoubtable  defenders,  scarcely  one  escaped 
with  a  whole  skin,  or  an  unbroken  head.  There 
was  a  short  sharp  conflict,  and  then  they  like- 
wise sought  safety  in  flight,  leaving  the  two 
Englishmen  and  their  plucky  attendant  com- 
pletely masters  of  the  situation. 

A  genuine  British  cheer  testified  the  tri- 
umphant delight  of  the  defenders,  as,  with  a 
parting  volley,  they  accelerated  the  retreat  of 
the  enemy. 

u  Bravo,  Wat!  You  ought  to  have  been  a 
soldier  !  "  exclaimed  Jack.  '  "  I  never  saw  any- 
one make  better  use  of  a  clubbed  rifle  than  you 
did  just  now." 

"  Ah,  but  it's  too  risky,  my  dear  fellow.  I 
was  only  backing  you  up  in  your  plucky 
sortie,"  replied  Wat,  as  they  turned  tore-enter 
the  fort. 

"  May  the  Fates  always  provide  me  with  as 
good  supporters  as  you  and  Golam,"  was  the 
lieutenant's  fervent  comment. 

"  The  fact  is,"  continued  Wat,  "  I  was  mad  at 
being  interrupted  when  breakfast  was  standing 
all  ready,  and  I  was  simply  ravenous  to  par- 
take of  it.  It  was  a  positive  relief  to  have  a 
few  heads  to  punch.  And  now  I  have  had  a 
go  at  the  rascals  and  relieved  my  outraged 
feelings,"  he  continued,  "  I  should  be  glad  to 
finish  my  repast — so  hurry  up," 
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"  Well,  I  shan't  be  sorry  to  join  you,51 
replied  Jack,  laughing,  as  he  scrambled  over 
the  breastwork  after  his  companion. 

The  next  minute  they  were  both  seated  by 
the  expiring  camp  fire,  making  the  best  of  the 
lukewarm  coffee  and  cutlets;  while  Golam 
contented  himself  with  a  few  biscuits  as  he 
kept  watch  at  the  entrance.  So  hungry  were 
they  that  for  some  time  they  ate  and  drank  in 
silence,  jjbut  when,  at  length,  their  appetites 
were  appeased  the  exigencies  of  the  situation 
once  more  monopolised  their  thoughts. 

"  And  now  what's  the  next  move  ?  "  inquired 
Jones. 

"  To  the  breastwork  to  relieve  guard,"  replied 
Eraser,  rising  to  his  feet.  "  Golam  will  be 
glad  to  polish  off  the  remains  of  the  feast !" 

" I  should  think  so,"  remarked  Wat,  "for 
there's  not  much  satisfaction  to  be  got  out  of 
biscuits.  Though  we  may  be  only  too  glad  of 
them  before  we  are  clear  of  this  hornets'  nest," 
he  added  despondently. 

Now  that  the  excitement  of  fighting  was 
over  for  the  present  and  the  process  of 
digestion  in  full  swing,  Wat's  sanguine  tem- 
perament was  beginning  to  suffer  its  customary 
reaction. 

"We've  enough  venison  to  last  us  for  some 
days  at  all  events,"  was  Jack's  cheery  answer. 
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"  So  there's  no  need  to  think  of  starving  just 
yet." 

"  But  wouldn't  it  be  our  best  plan  to  make 
a  bolt  for  it  now,  before  the  Dacoits  recover  from 
their  defeat,"  said  "Wat. 

"  That  is  certainly  a  question  worth  consid- 
ering," replied  the  lieutenant,  thoughtfully, 
<{  and  if  you  would  prefer  to  retreat,  I  won't 
take  the  responsibility  of  persuading  you  to 
stay  and  fight  it  out.  My  instincts  incline  me 
to  do  so,  but  they  may  be  wrong.  Therefore 
I  am  ready  to  discuss  the  matter  without 
prejudice  whilst  Golam  is  having  his  break- 
fast." 

The  result  of  the  conference  was  a  decision 
that  the  Goorkha,  who  was  comparatively 
fresh,  should  make  a  sort  of  reconnaissance  to 
discover  the  numbers  and  disposition  of  the 
enemy.  If,  on  his  return,  he  reported  that 
they  were  in  considerable  force  and  manifesting 
an  intention  of  investing  the  knoll,  or  making 
a  fresh  assault,  they  decided  that  they  would 
endeavour  to  give  them  the  slip.  For,  as  Wat 
rightly  argued,  it  would  be  easy  to  return  to 
the  mine  at  some  future  date  when  the  Dacoits 
had  all  been  driven  out  of  the  country.  Or,  if 
it  chanced  the  latter  were  evidently  dispirited 
and  in  no  great  force,  then  the  young  adven- 
turers determined  that  they  would  remain  and 
i 
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endeavour  to  carry  out  the  scheme  which  they 
had  so  nearly  accomplished. 

Accordingly,  as  soon  as  Golam  had  finished 
his  repast,  Fraser  called  him  up  and  gave  him 
his  instructions.  He  was  enjoined  to  use  the 
utmost  caution  in  approaching  the  Dacoits  and, 
if  possible,  to  avoid  any  encounter  with  them. 
This  the  soldier  faithfulty  promised,  and  he  set 
out  with  the  greatest  confidence  in  his  ability 
to  carry  out  the  task  assigned  to  him,  he 
entertaining  a  supreme  contempt  for  Burmans 
of  any  kind. 

"He  knows  how  to  go  about  his  work,"  ex- 
claimed Wat,  as  he  watched  the  little  Goorkha 
descending  the  knoll  and  taking  advantage  of 
every  bit  of  c'over  which  was  available,  whether 
it  was  a  bush  or  rock,  or  only  a  tuft  of  grass. 

"  Yes,"  answered  Jack,  "he's  a  born  scout. 
But  I  should  feel  more  comfortable  about  him 
if  he  did  not  make  the  foolish  mistake  of  de- 
spising his  enemy." 

"Ah!"  responded  Wat,  "he  has  caught 
that  fatal  error  from  his  superiors  I  suspect !  " 

"You're  right,  old  fellow!  We're  con- 
tinually courting  defeat  by  our  overweening 
confidence  in  the  might  and  invincibility  of 
British  arms.  Or  perhaps  I  should  say  we 
were"  said  the  young  officer,  correcting  him- 
self. "  For  we  have  at  last  begun  to  learn  the 
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lesson  taught  by  such  disasters  as  Isandula, 

Mai  wand,  and " 

•  <  <  Hist !  What  was  tl  lat  ? ' '  exclaimed  Wat, 
suddenly  interrupting  his  comrade's  eloquence, 
as  a  sharp  report  disturbed  the  quiet  of  the 
jungle. 

"  My  goodness  !  It  sounded  like  Golam's 
rifle  !"  was  Jack's  startled  reply.  "I  know 
the  crack  of  his  Winchester  so  well." 

"  What  had  we  better  do  ?  "  asked  Wat. 

u  You  remain  here,  and  keep  guard,  while  I 
go  down  and  reconnoitre,'7  replied  Jack,  laying 
his  rifle  on  top  of  the  wall  until  he  could  jump 
over. 

"  Be  careful,  and  don't  stay  away  long.  I 
hate  being  left  alone,"  said  Wat,  earnestly,  as 
his  comrade  set  off  on  his  dangerous  errand. 
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SHOULDER   TO  SHOULDER. 

THE  young  officer  quickly  descended  the  first 
hundred  yards  of  the  path,  and  then,  on  reach- 
ing the  outskirts  of  the  jungle,  proceeded  more 
warily.  He  carried  his  rifle  at  the  "ready," 
and  keenly  scrutinised  every  bush  and  tree  ere 
he  approached  it.  His  revolver  hung  handy 
in  his  belt. 

As  Jones  watched  his  comrade  gradually 
disappear  in  the  bushy  margin  of  the  jungle,  a 
creepy  sort  of  sensation  stole 'over  him.  He 
found  himself  beginning  to  whistle  a  tune  in 
the  endeavour  to  check  his  too  active  imagina- 
tion. For  his  mind  became  charged  with  all 
manner  of  fears  and  presentiments,  as  he 
realised  that  he  was  alone  in  a  Burmese  jungle, 
with  no  one  knew  how  many  bloodthirsty 
Dacoits  around  him. 

"  Supposing,"  he  soliloquised,  "  Jack  shares 
what  appears  to  be  Golam's  fate,  and  is  killed, 
or  taken  prisoner  by  the  Dacoits ;  how  will  it 
be  with  me  then  ?  How  can  I  hope  to  hold 
this  little  fortalice  single-handed,  or  even  make 
my  way  back  to  Tegu?" 
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These  fearsome  thoughts  were  suddenly  in- 
terrupted by  a  slight  noise  behind  him,  and 
glancing  quickly  round,  Wat  was  surprised  to 
see  a  strange-looking  animal  in  possession  of 
the  breakfast-table  —  if  the  flat  rock  upon 
which  their  simple  meal  had  been  spread  could 
be  dignified  by  such  a  title.  At  first  sight  he 
mistook  the  unwelcome  visitor  for  a  young 
tiger,  but  a  moment's  reflection  convinced  him 
that  such  was  not  the  case.  Besides  being 
much  smaller,  the  animal  before  him  was  in 
many  respects  very  different  to  a  tiger,  although 
it  evidently  belonged  to  a  minor  branch  of 
the  feline  race,  as  was  testified  by  the  shape 
of  its  head  and  tail.  Wat  had  plenty  of 
time  to  make  these  observations,  as  the  animal 
did  not  appear  to  have  noticed  him,  and  was 
busily  engaged  in  devouring  the  scraps  and 
licking  out  the  tin  vessel  that  contained  the 
cutlets. 

The  young  Englishman's  sporting  instincts 
prompted  him  to  raise  his  rifle  and  endeavour 
to  secure  the  strange  intruder.  The  slight 
movement,  however,  which  he  was  obliged  to 
make  in  getting  into  position  for  a  shot 
attracted  the  creature's  notice.  It  instantly 
raised  its  head,  and,  with  ears  pricked  forward 
and  its  whole  form  simultaneously  posed  in  an 
attitude  of  alertness,  it  stood  gazing  at  him. 
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Wat  stood  perfectly  still,  considering  what  to  do. 
He  could  see  the  lithe  cat-like  animal  gradually 
crouching  lower  and  lower  as  though  it  were 
about  to  spring  upon  him.  It  was  evidently 
watching  him  closely,  and  he  felt  that  his 
slightest  further  movement  would  either  bring 
it  flying  at  his  throat,  or  result  in  its  precipitate 
disappearance  before  he  could  take  proper  aim. 

At  length  he  could  bear  the  suspense  no 
longer,  and  quickly  levelling  his  double-barrel, 
he  took  a  snap-shot  at  the  beast,  just  as  it 
turned  and  bounded  over  the  rock- wall  into  the 
tree-tops  below.  Whether  he  had  winged  the 
creature,  or  not,  Wat  had  scarcely  time  to  con- 
jecture ere  his  attention  was  drawn  away  in 
another  direction. 

Bang  !  Bang !  Two  heavy  reports  in  quick 
succession,  followed  by  shouts  and  yells  I 
What  did  it  mean  ? 

"Hillo!  that's  Eraser's  rifle,"  he  cried 
aloud,  turning  to  look  over  the  parapet  in  the 
direction  which  his  chum  had  taken,  and 
whence  the  sound  apparently  came. 

For  a  moment  or  two  there  was  nothing  to 
be  seen  but  a  wreath  of  smoke  ascending  into 
the  clear  air  above  the  jungle.  Then,  all  at 
once,  Wat  was  startled  by  another  shot  more  to 
the  right,  and  then  another  and  another  in 
rapid  sequence.  Before  the  sound  had  died 
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away  he  saw  Jack  emerge  from  a  little  patch  of 
laurels  which  fringed  the  foot  of  the  hillock  in 
that  part.  After  clearing  the  bushes  the  young 
officer  made  straight  for  the  path  leading  up  to 
the  summit,  and  by  the  way  he  was  glancing 
back  over  his  shoulder  it  was  evident  that  he 
was  being  pursued. 

"Without  a  moment's  loss  of  time,  therefore, 
Wat  sprang  over  the  breastwork,  and  ran  to 
the  outer  extremity  of  the  narrow  passage 
which  gave  access  to  their  little  stronghold. 
His  intention  was  to  try  and  cover  his  com- 
rade's retreat  as  effectively  as  possible.  He 
rightly  surmised  that  he  would  be  able  to  com- 
mand a  better  view  of  the  situation  by  this 
move,  for  Jack  was  considerably  to  the  north 
of  the  direct  approach,  although  straining 
every  nerve  to  gain  it. 

It  only  took  Wat  a  few  seconds  to  reach  the 
position  he  had  fixed  upon,  but  ere  he  could 
throw  himself  down  behind  a  large  boulder 
and  level  his  gun  over  the  top  of  it,  a  party  of 
Dacoits  broke  from  the  jungle  directly  below 
him,  and  raced  for  the  path  which  he  had  come  to 
guard.  It  was  plainly  apparent  that  their  in- 
tention was,  if  possible,  to  cut  off  the  lieu- 
tenant's retreat  and  take  him  prisoner. 

In  his  anxiety  to  frustrate  this  little  scheme 
of  theirs  Wat  hurriedly  aimed  and  drew  trigger, 
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but  the  only  result  was  a  little  click  as  the 
hammer  fell,  followed  by  an  expression  of  dis- 
tinct annoyance  from  the  marksman  as  he 
realised  his  blunder.  He  had  forgotten  in  his 
hurry  and  excitement  to  reload  the  weapon 
after  firing  at  the  tiger-cat,  and  his  second 
barrel  was  only  charged  with  powder  and 
shot,  which  would  be  almost  useless  at  that 
distance.  There  was  nothing  for  it  therefore 
but  to  open  the  breach,  withdraw  the  empty 
shell,  and  replace  it  by  another  ball-cartridge 
from  his  pouch.  Although  under  ordinary 
circumstances  it  was  a  simple  enough  operation 
to  a  practised  hand  like  his,  occupying  but  a 
few  seconds,  it  was  a  different  matter  when 
undertaken  for  the  first  time  in  such  an  emer- 
gency as  this. 

Probably  few  young  men  could  have  sur- 
passed Watkin  Jones  in  the  rapidity  and 
adroitness  with  which  he  could  load,  fire,  and 
reload  a  gun  at  a  "  warm  corner  "  in  some  "  big 
shoot "  in  the  old  country,  but  it  somehow  makes 
a  difference  when  the  lives  at  stake  are  those 
of  human  beings  instead  of  pheasants.  Any 
way  it  took  Wat  something  more  like  minutes 
than  seconds  before  he  could  remedy  his  over- 
sight, and  then  he  fired  so  hurriedly,  in  response 
to  a  cry  of  help  from  Jack,  that  his  bullet  sped 
wide  of  the  mark. 
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"  Bah  !  How  stupid  I  am  ! "  cried  poor  Wat 
in  the  utmost  disgust  with  himself  for  making 
such  a  blunder. 

But  for  once  fortune  favoured  him,  and  as  it 
turned  out  he  could  not  have  made  a  more 
lucky  shot.  The  bullet,  instead  of  striking  the 
leading  Dacoit,  who  was  within  three  or  four 
yards  of  Fraser,  tore  through  a  cluster  of 
dwarf  pepper  trees  which  grew  close  to  the 
path  at  that  spot.  The  result  was  most  extra- 
ordinary. There  was  a  tremendous  commotion 
and  uproar  amongst  the  foliage  for  a  moment 
or  two,  and  then,  with  a  fierce  snarl,  some  wild 
beast  shot  out  of  the  grove  with  wide  open 
mouth  and  extended  claws  and  alighted  full  on 
the  chest  of  the  Dacoit  leader.  It  was,  as  Wat 
subsequently  ascertained,  the  identical  tiger- 
cat  which  he  had  disturbed  and  fired  at  in 
their  camp  a  few  minutes  previously.  It  had 
only  been  slightly  grazed  by  the  bullet  in- 
tended for  it,  but  the  one  not  so  intended  had 
ploughed  a  deep  furrow  all  across  its  loins.  It 
was  this  painful  wound  which  had  maddened 
the  animal,  and  caused  it  to  spring  forth  so 
furiously  upon  the  unlucky  chief,  who  chanced 
to  be  passing  its  lair. 

Seeing  their  leader  borne  to  the  ground  by 
the  savage  brute,  the  Dacoits  halted  for  a 
moment  as  they  came  up  and  hacked  it  to 
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pieces  with  their  dahs  or  long  knives.  Then, 
having  ascertained  that  the  chief  was  not 
seriously  injured,  though  he  was  much  scratched 
about  the  head  and  covered  with  blood,  the 
warriors  continued  their  chase. 

Meanwhile  both  Eraser  and  Jones  had  made 
good  use  of  this  timely  diversion. 

"Bun,  Jack,  run !  Now  is  your  chance  !  " 
cried  Wat,  as  he  stuffed  another  cartridge  into 
his  gun,  and,  hastening  down  to  meet  his  well- 
nigh  exhausted  comrade,  gave  him  such  assist- 
ance as  he  could  up  the  hill. 

Perceiving  that  their  prize  was  likely  to 
escape  them  after  all,  the  Dacoits,  too,  put 
forth  increased  efforts.  They  were  lithe,  active 
fellows,  accustomed  to  that  sort  of  work,  and 
it  soon  became  evident  that,  unless  effectually 
checked,  they  would  yet  succeed  in  overtaking 
the  Englishmen  before  they  could  regain  their 
refuge. 

After  struggling  manfully  on  for  another  fifty 
or  sixty  yards,  with  Watt's  powerful  aid,  Jack 
suddenly  stopped.  "  It's  no  use,  old  fellow," 
he  gasped,  "  I'm  completely  blown  !  Save 
yourself!"  and,  withdrawing  the  arm  which 
Wat  had  linked  in  his,  he  seated  himself  on 
the  nearest  boulder,  and,  revolver  in  hand, 
faced  the  pursuers. 

"  For  heaven's  sake3  make  one  more  effort !" 
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cried  Wat,  in  a  state  of  great  excitement, 
"  we're  only  about  fifty  yards  from  thje  breast- 
work ! " 

But  Jack  only  shook  his  head  and  motioned 
to  his  companion  to  go  on.  He  seemed  wishful 
to  reserve  what  little  breath  remained  to  him 
for  the  last  struggle  with  the  enemy  who  were 
rapidly  approaching. 

"  If  you  stay  so  do  I  !  "  exclaimed  Wat,  with 
sudden  resolution.  "I'd  rather  take  my  chance 
with  you,  bad  as  it  is,"  he  added,  "  than  carry 
on  the  struggle  alone,  even  if  I  were  mean 
enough  to  leave  you  to  your  fate." 

As  he  spoke  he  drew  himself  up  by  the  side 
of  his  comrade,  and  presented  his  gun  and  a 
bold  front  to  the  enemy.  The  pleased  look 
which  flitted  across  Jack's  features  at  this  noble 
action  quickly  reverted  to  the  set,  hard  ex- 
pression of  the  resolute  soldier  face  to  face  with 
desperate  odds. 

Luckily  the  Dacoits  were  only  armed  with 
knives ; '  for  they  had  cast  aside  their  heavy 
muskets  when  they  darted  from  their  ambush 
to  what  appeared  the  certain  capture  of  the  rash 
Feringhees.  The  foremost  of  them,  however, 
suddenly  finding  themselves  confronted  by  the 
levelled  barrels  of  the  white  men  at  bay,  in- 
stantly slackened  pace,  and  then  stopped  alto- 
gether, waiting  for  their  fellows  to  come  up. 
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"  Steady.  Don't  fire  till  I  give  the  word," 
muttered  Eraser  hoarsely. 

Jones  obeyed,  though  he  kept  his  cheek 
against  the  stock  and  his  finger  on  the  trigger 
of  his  gun.  It  was  a  trying  experience  for  both 
the  young  Britishers,  but  espcially  for  the 
civilian  untrained  to  war.  The  Dacoits 
gathered  to  the  number  of  a  dozen  or  more,  and 
stood  faciog  them  at  scarcely  as  many  yards 
distance.  They  presented  a  formidable  ap- 
pearance with  their  bare  legs  and  arms,  their 
fierce  countenances,  and  threatening  knives. 
For  a  minute  or  so  they  halted  thus,  with  feet 
advanced  and  arms  uplifted,  as  though  waiting 
but  the  order,  or  example,  of  their  leader  to 
hurl  themselves  with  irresistible  fury  upon  the 
white  men. 

Whether  it  was  that  the  chief's  nerves  had 
been  shaken  by  his  encounter  with  the  tiger- 
cat,  or  that  the  determined  attitude  of  the 
Feringhees  disconcerted  both  himself  and  his 
followers  is  uncertain.  But  instead  of  charging 
forward  and  overwhelming  the  brave  fellows, 
the  Dacoits  slowly  fell  back  before  their 
threatening  tubes,  and  dispersed  among  the 
trees  and  bushes  which  grew  below. 

"Now,"  said  Jack,  very  quietly,  "  we  too 
had  better  make  a  strategic  movement  to  the 
rear.  I've  recovered  my  breath,  and  I  doubt 
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not  the  rascals  will  return  as  soon  as  they  have 
recovered  their  firearms." 

' '  Ketire  ?  By  all  means, ' '  replied  Wat  eagerly, 
"  I  shall  only  be  too  happy,"  and,  suiting  the 
action  to  the  word,  he  faced  about  and  started 
off  at  a  great  pace  up  the  hill.  The  revulsion 
of  feeling  after  the  strain  which  his  nerves  had 
just  endured  caused  him  scarcely  to  realise 
what  he  was  doing.  This  was  only  for  a 
moment,  however,  and  then,  with  great  con- 
fusion of  face  and  a  blunt  apology,  he  as  quickly 
retraced  his  steps,  and,  taking  Eraser  by  the 
arm  once  more,  helped  him  up  the  ascent. 

A  couple  of  minutes  later  they  were  both 
safely  behind  the  breastwork — and  not  a 
moment  too  soon. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

BESIEGED. 

THE  two  youths  had  scarcely  gained  the  shelter 
of  their  little  fortalice,  when  the  cries  and  yells 
of  their  pursuers  once  more  assailed  them. 

"  My  word  !  we're  only  just  in  time.  Here 
they  come  ! "  exclaimed  Jack,  peering  out  over 
the  breastwork. 

"  What  fiends  they  are!"  said  "Wat,  angrily. 
"  Why  can't  they  leave  us  alone  ?" 

"We  must  give  them  another  lesson,  and 
then  perhaps  they  will,"  answered  Fraser,  as 
he  made  haste  to  reload  the  discharged  cham- 
bers of  his  revolver. 

"Why!  Where  is  your  rifle?"  inquired 
Wat,  in  tones  of  surprise,  as  for  the  first  time 
he  noticed  that  the  weapon  was  missing. 

"  Ah,  you  may  well  ask,"  replied  the  lieu- 
tenant, turning  very  red  in  the  face.  "But  the- 
truth  is  I  had  to  sacrifice  it  to  save  my  life, 
worse  luck.  However,  that  can  wait,"  he 
added  rather  brusquely.  "We've  enough  on 
hand  for  the  present.  Blaze  away  ! " 
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So  saying,  he  knelt  down  by  one  of  the  loop- 
holes and  fired  through  it  at  the  advancing 
enemy,  Wat  imitating  his  comrade's  example. 

The  Dacoits,  not  relishing  this  warm  recep- 
tion, soon  began  to  waver:  and  then,  after 
firing  an  irregular  sort  of  volley,  they  broke 
up  and  fled  for  shelter  behind  the  nearest 
rocks.  From  thence  for  a  time  they  kept 
up  a  harmless  fusilade,  until  at  last  their 
ammunition,  apparently  running  short,  they 
gradually  withdrew  to  the  cover  of  the  jungle. 
The  defenders  managed  to  inflict  some  loss 
upon  them  as  they  crossed  the  intervening 
open  ground. 

"  Bravo  !  "  cried  "Wat  exultingly,  as  the  last 
of  the  swarthy  rascals  limped  painfully  into  the 
forest,  with  a  bullet- wound  in  his  leg  from  the 
trusty  smooth-bore.  "Now  I  hope  we  shall 
have  some  peace  !  " 

''That  depends,"  answered  Jack,  wiping  the 
perspiration  from  his  face,  for  the  mid-day  sun 
was  beating  down  upon  them  in  their  exposed 
position. 

"  What  do  you  mean,  old  chap?  " 

"Why,  if  they  think  we  are  on  the  alert 
they  will  probably  keep  a  respectful  distance," 
replied  the  lieutenant.  "  We've  given  them  a 
sharp  lesson,  and  I  don't  think  they'll  again 
venture  to  attack  iis  openly.  They  may,  of 
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course,  try  to  rush  us  in  the  dark.  But  I 
think  the  odds  are  on  different  tactics 
altogether." 

"  Starving  us  out,  I  suppose  ?  " 

"Yes,"  answered  Jack.  " Though  it  will 
take  them  longer  than  they  imagine,  for  we  are 
provisioned  for  a  week  at  least — thanks  to  the 
venison — and  a  good  deal  may  happen  in  that 
time." 

"  1  know  one  thing  that  will  happen  at  all 
events,"  replied  Wat  dolefully.  For  now  that 
the  excitement  of  fighting  was  over,  his  spirits 
were  suffering  their  usual  reaction. 

"  What's  that,  old  fellow  ?  " 

"I  shall  be  a  complete  wreck  by  that  time. 
My  nerves  won't  stand  such  a  prolonged  strain. 
Why,  we  shall  scarcely  be  able  to  get  a  wink 
of  sleep ! " 

"  Oh,  yes,  we  can  take  it  in  turns  to  watch," 
replied  Jack  cheerily,  as  he  finished  reloading 
his  revolver.  u  What  bothers  me,"  he  added 
indifferent  tones,  "is  Golam's  disappearance. 
I  fear  he  has  lost  the  number  of  his  mess,  poor 
fellow!" 

u  I  hope  not,"  answered  Wat.  "  Don't  you 
think  he  may  have  broken  through,  and  be 
making  his  way  back  to  the  station  for 
assistance  ?  " 

The  lieutenant  shook  his  head.     "  No,"  he 
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said,  "  I'm  afraid  he  fell  into  the  ambuscade, 
which  I  only  escaped  by  a  sort  of  miracle." 

"  Ah,  that  was  when  you  lost  your  rifle,  I 
suppose  ?  "  observed  "Wat  questioningly. 

"  Not  exactly,"  replied  Jack,  "although  I 
jhould  probably  have  lost  both  my  life  and 
it,  if  you  had  not  fired  so  opportunely." 

"/,"  exclaimed  "Wat,  in  unaffected  surprise, 
"  I  only  fired  at  a  tiger-cat,  or  some  such  brute, 
which  invaded  our  camp,  and  gave  me  a  terrible 
fright." 

"  You  don't  say  so !  "  was  the  lieutenant's 
astonished  response.  "  Why,  I  thought  you 
must  have  observed  the  Dacoits  from  your 
coign  of  vantage,  and  opened  fire  upon  them. 
And  they  evidently  thought  the  same,"  he 
added  immediately,  "for  they  at  once  broke 
cover  and  rushed  towards  me." 

"  I'm  sorry  I  can't  take  credit  for  such  vigi- 
lance," replied  Wat ;  "  for,  as  I  have  said,  my 
attention  was  fully  occupied  just  then  by  that 
ferocious-looking  beast." 

"All  the  same,"  continued  Jack,  thought- 
fully, "  that  shot  doubtless  saved  me  from  being 
either  killed,  or  taken  prisoner,  by  causing  the 
enemy  to  leave  their  ambush  prematurely.  If 
I  had  crossed  the  little  nullah  which  intervened 
between  myself  and  them,  nothing  could  have 
prevented  my  falling  into  their  hands.  Luckily 
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I  had  not  done  so,  and  it  just  gave  me  time  to 
discharge  both  barrels  into  the  midst  of  them, 
and  then  turn  and  run.  The  wretches  were  so 
lightly  armed  and  clad,  however,  that  handi- 
capped as  I  was  with  my  heavy  Westley- 
Eichards,  I  soon  found  myself  being  overtaken." 

"No  wonder  you  threw  your  gun  away 
then,"  interjected  "Wat. 

"  It  was  my  only  chance,"  responded  Jack. 
"  I  was  too  hard  pressed  even  to  attempt  to 
reload  it.  But  I  took  good  care  to  throw  it 
where  they  were  not  likely  to  find  it  soon,"  he 
added,  with  a  chuckle, 

"Where  was  that?"  asked  Wat,  greatly 
interested. 

"  In  a  thick  patch  of  turmeric  bushes." 

"  But  didn't  they  see  you  ?  " 

"No,  they  were  struggling  through  the 
laurels  at  that  moment,"  replied  Jack. 

"Oh,  then  we  may  yet  recover  it,"  said 
Wat,  naively. 

"Of  course,"  was  his  companion's  laconic 
answer,  as  he  walked  away  towards  the  tent 
and  proceeded  to  relight  the  fire  which  had  long 
since  gone  out. 

Young  as  he  was,  the  lieutenant  was  expe- 
rienced enough  to  know  that  it  would  be  unwise 
to  have  a  fire  at  night,  and  therefore  he  wished 
to  cook  some  more  of  the  venison  while  day- 
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light  lasted.  A  difficulty  arose  at  the  very 
outset,  however,  for  although  they  had  plenty 
of  meat  they  had  scarcely  any  fuel  with  which 
to  cook  it,  having  carelessly  neglected  to  lay  in 
a  supply.  There  was  plenty  of  dry  wood  in  the 
jungle  below,  but  the  question  was  how  to  get 
at  it,  or  rather  how  to  get  a  sufficient  quantity 
into  their  camp. 

The  problem  proved  too  hard  for  Jack  to 
solve.  So  he  strolled  back  to  the  breastwork 
where  his  comrade  was  keeping  guard.  He 
felt  rather  cheap,  as  he  would  have  expressed 
it,  to  have  to  seek  counsel  of  a  civilian  in  an 
emergency  which  never  ought  to  have  arisen 
if  he  had  proved  as  competent  a  leader  as  he 
had  previously  imagined  himself  to  be.  It  was 
bad  enough,  he  thought,  to  have  stumbled 
almost  into  an  ambuscade  and  to  have  had  to 
be  helped  back,  with  the  loss  of  his  rifle  too, 
by  Wat,  without  the  further  humiliation  of 
having  to  admit  so  serious  an  oversight  as  this. 
However,  he  would  not  have  been  the  honest, 
straightforward  man  he  was  if  he  had  let  such 
selfish  considerations  as  these  prevent  him  from 
doing  what  he  believed  to  be  necessary  for 
their  mutual  welfare. 

"  I've  done  rather  a  stupid  thing,  Wat,"  he 
began,  in  his  half  careless,  half  confident  sort 
of  way. 
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"  Indeed  !  "  said  Wat,  "  what  is  it  ?  " 

"  I  neglected  to  get  in  a  supply  of  fuel  when 
we  had  a  chance,  and  now  it's  too  late." 

"  Fuel !  is  that  all  ?  "  exclaimed  Jones,  with 
manifest  relief. 

"All,"  repeated  Eraser;  "why,  isn't  that 
bad  enough  ?  You  wouldn't  care  to  subsist  for 
an  indefinite  time  on  raw  venison,  I  suppose  ?" 

"Well,  I  must  confess  it  wouldn't  be  nice," 
assented  Wat,  "  especially  since  with  such 
weather  as  this  it  would  soon  be  worse  than 
raw." 

"  Aye,  rotten !"  interposed  Jack,  pulling  a 
very  wry  face. 

"  Exactly,"  said  Wat.  "  But  there'll  be  no 
need  for  that  I  should  imagine.  We  must  find 
some  other  means  of  preserving  the  meat  if  fuel 
cannot  be  had.  I  feared  you  had  dropped  all 
the  spare  ammunition  into  the  water-hole,  or 
let  it  fall  over  the  cliff,  or  committed  some 
other  irretrievable  blunder  !  " 

"Thank  you — but  I'm  not  quite  such  an 
ass  as  that !  "  was  Jack's  indignant  rejoinder. 

"  Oh,  there  is  no  offence  meant,  I  assure 
you,  old  fellow.  It's  only  my  nerves  which 
are  getting  so  shaky.  I  told  you  I  should  be 
no  good  if  it  came  to  fighting — at  least  not 
prolonged  fighting,"  he  added,  correcting  him- 
self as  he  saw  the  smile  on  Jack's  face. 
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"  fto ;  you're  a  terrible  poltroon !  "  answered 
the  lieutenant  jocosely.  u  But  I  should  like  to 
know,"  he  continued  more  seriously,  "  how 
you  propose  to  deal  with  the  vension  so  as  to 
keep  it  serviceable  ? '' 

"  Well,  have  you  never  heard  of  jerked 
meat  ?  "  inquired  Jones. 

"  Yes ;  but  I've  only  a  very  hazy  notion  of 
what  is  meant  by  the  term.  I  suppose  it 
signifies  meat  which  has  been  preserved  in 
some  way,  although  I  haven't  the  remotest 
idea  of  what  the  process  is." 

"  I  believe  there  are  different  ways  of  doing 
it,"  said  Wat,  but  the  principle  is  the  same — 
to  dry  up  the  juices  after  the  manner  of  pre- 
serving vegetable  substances. 

"Umph!  Then  we  ought  to  be  able  to  do 
it,"  observed  Jack,  "for  there's  heat  enough 
on  top  of  this  rock  to  extract  the  moisture  from 
anything  reasonable  I  should  think.  How 
ought  we  to  proceed  ?" 

<c  Unfortunately  my  knowledge  is  only 
Second-hand,"  replied  Wat ;  but  I  had  it  from 
a  reliable  source — an  experienced  hunter  and 
traveller  who  had  lived  many  years  in  the 
Canadian  North-west." 

"  Couldn't  be  better,  old  man,  so  give  us  the 
recipe." 

"  The  process  is  simple  enough,"  began  Wat. 
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"  All  you  have  to  do  is  to  cut  the  meat  in  thin 
strips,  and  expose  it  to  the  heat  of  the  sun  and 
the  action  of  the  air  by  suspending  it  from 
sticks  stuck  in  the  ground,  or  on  cords  stretched 
between  upright  posts  or  rocks." 

"  My  word,  if  that's  all  we  can  easily  manage 
it,"  said  Jack,  starting  away  with  characteristic 
energy  to  where  the  venison  had  been  stored 
under  the  shady  side  of  one  of  the  highest 
rocks. 

In  a  few  minutes  he  returned  with  one  of  the 
haunches  and  some  pieces  of  cord.  The  latter 
he  stretched  across  the  sunniest  angle  of  the 
enclosure,  fastening  the  ends  of  the  cord  into 
crevices  of  the  rock  by  means  of  wedges  of 
stone.  Then  he  set  to  work  to  cut  the  venison 
into  long,  thin  slices  with  his  sharp  hunting- 
knife.  When  this  was  accomplished,  and  each 
strip  hung  separately  on  the  drying  lines,  he 
repeated  the  process  with  another  piece  of  meat 
until  all  that  was  suitable  was  disposed  of. 
The  most  bony  parts  were  put  aside  for  further 
treatment,  except  one  which  was  at  once  placed 
in  the  hot  embers  of  the  small  fire  Jack  had 
succeeded  in  making  for  present  necessities. 

Wat  was  becoming  very  impatient  for  his 
supper  before  all  this  work  was  done,  and  at 
last  he  exclaimed,  "  Hurry  up,  old  chap  !  I'm 
nearly  famished !  " 
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"  And  I  feel  as  if  I  could  never  fancy  another 
mouthful  of  meat  as  long  as  I  live,"  answered 
Jack,  wiping  his  knife. 

"  You  won't  be  so  squeamish  after  a  turn  at 
this  work,"  replied  Wat,  byway  of  a  reminder. 
"  And  that  devilled  meat  smells  so  good,"  he 
added,  "  that  I  doubt  not  I  shall  be  able  to  do 
duty  for  both  if  your  appetite  continues  to  fail 
you." 

"  All  right,  you  shall  help  yourself,  as  soon 
as  I've  washed  my  hands,"  said  Jack,  laughing. 

The  sun  was  just  setting  when  Eraser  re- 
turned from  the  tent,  and  taking  his  comrade's 
rifle,  relieved  guard  while  the  latter  appeased 
his  hunger.  By  the  time  Wat  had  finished  the 
young  officer  began  to  feel  as  if  he  too  could 
relish  a  couple  of  chops  and  a  biscuit.  Luckily 
there  was  sufficient  left  to  satisfy  his  more 
moderate  requirements,  and  both  arose  well 
fortified  against  the  night  air,  which  always 
felt  chilly  after  the  heat  of  the  day. 

"If  you'd  like  to  have  a  couple  of  hours' 
sleep,"  said  Jack,  as  he  lighted  a  cigarette  with 
one  of  the  live  embers,  "now  is  your  chance. 
I'll  undertake  to  keep  awake  for  that  length  of 
time,  and  give  you  plenty  of  warning  if  any- 
thing suspicious  occurs." 

"Thanks,  old  fellow,"  replied  Wat.  "I 
shall  be  only  too  glad  to  get  a  few  winks,  for  I 
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can  scarcely  keep  my  eyes  open.  And  mind 
you  awake  me  the  moment  you  begin  to  get 
drowsy  >  as  I  cannot  imagine  a  worse  fate  than 
to  be  caught  napping,  and  murdered  in  cold 
blood  by  those  ruffianly  Dacoits." 

"Never  fear  ;  you  can  trust  me,  old  chap," 
answered  Eraser,  as  he  examined  the  rifle  to 
make  sure  that  it  was  properly  loaded. 

The  next  minute  he  had  taken  his  stand  at 
the  barrier  and  was  peering  out  into  the  gather- 
ing darkness,  while  Wat  wrapped  himself  up 
in  his  blanket  and  dropped  quietly  off  to  sleep 
under  shelter  of  the  adjoining  rampart. 
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A   DOUBLE    SURPRISE. 

IT  was  a  beautiful  starlight  night,  and  under 
other  circumstances  Eraser  would  have  en- 
joyed leaning  over  the  breastwork,  listening 
to  the  various  sounds,  and  inhaling  the  sweet 
odours  which  arose  from  the  jungle  below.  In 
this  part  of  Burmah  the  soil  of  the  valleys 
is  very  fertile,  and  when  cultivated  yields 
abundant  crops  of  wheat,  rice,  tobacco,  sugar- 
cane, cotton  and  indigo,  besides  fruits  of  many 
kinds,  amongst  which  may  be  mentioned  the 
lemon,  mango,  lime,  papaw-fig,  orange,  pine- 
apple, &c.,  whilst  flowers  are  as  beautiful  as 
they  are  numerous.  Immense  tracts  of 
country,  however,  are  covered  with  virgin 
forests,  such  as  that  through  which  the  young 
adventurers  had  marched  after  quitting  their 
boat.  Besides  the  magnificent  teak  trees, 
whose  wood  rivals  the  Euglish  oak  in  dura- 
bility and  value,  there  are  the  sandal,  the 
ebony,  the  sycamore,  the  banyan,  the  Indian 
fig,  and  several  varieties  of  palm  trees.  All 
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sorts  of  useful  and  ornamental  plants  abound 
also,  such  as  bamboos,  grape-vines,  plantains, 
cinnamon,  &c. 

Every  now  and  then  the  young  soldier  was 
startled  for  a  moment  by  the  cry  of  some  wild 
beast  which  was  prowling  about  in  search  of 
prey ;  but  none  seemed  to  venture  out  of  their 
leafy  covert,  and  after  a  time  he  scarcely 
noticed  them.  His  thoughts  soon  reverted  to 
that  which  was  uppermost  in  his  mind,  the 
loss  of  his  faithful  Golam.  It  was  in  vain 
that  he  tried  to  console  himself  with  the  hope 
which  had  supported  him  all  day — that  the 
Goorkha  would  still  turn  up.  Every  hour 
that  passed  lessened  the  probability  that  he 
might  have  been  taken  prisoner,  and  that 
perhaps  he  would  manage  to  effect  his  escape 
and  rejoin  his  master  under  cover  of  nightfall. 
Wat's  suggestion  that  the  man  had  probably 
broken  through  the  Dacoits  and  set  off  to  the 
station  for  help,  seemed  less  likely  the  more  he 
thought  of  it,  and  at  last  he  dismissed  it  from 
his  mind  altogether. 

"  No,"  he  soliloquised,  "  if  Golam  were  alive 
he  would  be  here  by  this  time,  for  he  would 
never  leave  me  without  orders,  and  I  don't 
believe  that  anything  short  of  iron  fetters 
would  hold  him  in  bonds  for  so  many  hours. 
He  is  a  born  juggler,  and  even  the  Daven- 
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port  Brothers  could  scarcely  compete  with  him 
at  unloosening  any  ordinary  binding!" 

Just  as  poor  Eraser  had  arrived  at  this 
melancholy  conclusion,  he  fancied  he  heard  a 
low  whistle.  In  a  moment  all  his  faculties 
were  at  their  utmost  stretch  of  alertness. 
What  if  that  was  the  man  he  had  been  musing 
about  so  hopelessly  ?  No,  it  must  have  been 
only  his  imagination — or  perhaps  the  call  of  a 
bird?  For,  strain  his  ears  as  he  might,  he 
could  hear  nothing  further.  At  last,  however, 
after  a  lapse  of  several  minutes,  the  sound 
came  again ;  and  this  time  there  could  be  no 
mistake  about  it.  It  was  a  long,  low  whistle, 
but  whether  that  of  the  returning  Goorkha,  or 
of  some  sneaking  Dacoit  signalling  to  his 
fellows,  who  were,  perhaps,  preparing  for  a 
midnight  assault,  it  was,  of  course,  impossible 
for  Fraser  to  know.  It  was  also  very  difficult 
for  him  to  locate  the  exact  spot  whence  the 
sound  came. 

His  first  duty,  however,  appeared  to  be  to 
arouse  his  comrade,  according  to  the  promise 
he  had  given  him.  Leaning  his  rifle,  therefore, 
against  the  wall  for  a  moment,  he  stepped  over 
to  Wat's  side  and  gently  shook  him.  The 
poor  fellow  was  evidently  having  some  bad 
dreams — doubtless  the  effect  of  his  too  hearty 
supper — for  he  was  groaning  and  muttering  in 
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his  sleep.  At  first  Jack's  attempts  to  awaken 
him  seemed  only  to  increase  his  troubles,  but 
when  the  latter  gave  a  more  vigorous  shake, 
"Wat  suddenly  sprang  to  his  feet  with  a 
startled  cry.  He  was  evidently  under  the 
impression  that  he  was  being  attacked  by 
Dacoits,  and  before  Eraser  could  divine  his 
intention  he  found  himself  seized  in  his  chum's 
powerful  arms,  and  lifted  bodily  from  the 
ground. 

"Look  out,  man!  What  are  you  about? 
It  is  I — Jack !  "  cried  the  young  officer  in 
tones  of  indignant  alarm,  at  the  same  time 
struggling  ineffectually  to  free  himself. 

His  cry  was  only  just  in  time  to  prevent  the 
powerful  young  Welshman  from  throwing  him 
neck  and  crop  over  the  breastwork. 

"  By  jingo !  What  a  mercy  you  spoke  ! " 
exclaimed  Jones,  even  more  perturbed  than 
his  comrade.  "  I — I  thought  the  Dacoits  were 
coming  upon  us,"  he  added  apologetically,  as 
he  dropped  the  lieutenant  like  a  hot  potato. 

"  Well,  next  time  you  want  calling  I  hope 
you  will  provide  me  with  a  long  pole,  and  then 
I  shan't  have  to  come  near  you — that's  all !" 
replied  Eraser,  still  feeling  very  sore  at  such 
ignominious  treatment. 

"  I'm  awfully  sorry,  old  chap,  but  I  must 
have  been  dreaming,"  said  Wat.  "Though 
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it's  your  own  fault,"  he  added  a  moment  later, 
"  for  bringing  me  into  this  murderous  country. 
You  know  you  said  the  odds  were  against  our 
having  any  trouble  with  the  natives,  as  Dacoity 
appeared  to  be  dying  out.'* 

"  And  so  I  thought,  '  responded  Jack,  pick- 
ing up  his  gun.  l £  But  as  long  as  that  scoundrel 
Wadda  remains  at  large  I  suppose  one  must 
be  prepared  for  occasional  outbreaks  such  as 
this.  I  only  regret  I  didn't  ask  the  Major  for 
a  small  escort  of  Goorkhas,"  he  added  with 
animation,  "and  then  we  should  have  made 
short  work  of  these  fellows." 

"  As  it  is,  however,  I'm  afraid  they'll  make 
short  work  of  us,"  was  Wat's  gloomy  comment. 

"  Pooh  !  Not  if  we  keep  our  wits  about  us," 
rejoined  the  lieutenant  rather  caustically,  "  and 
don't  lose  our  heads  in  every  emergency." 

u  Or  our  rifles  !  "  retorted  Wat  quietly. 

"  Ha !  ha  !  "  laughed  Jack.  "  You  have  me 
there ! " 

And  in  a  moment  good  fellowship  was  re- 
stored ;  for  happily  Eraser  was  one  of  those 
generous-minded  individuals  who  can  appre- 
ciate a  good  joke  or  repartee,  even  when  it  is 
made  at  their  own  expense. 

His  spontaneous  and  hearty  laugh  infected 
Wat,  and  for  a  minute  or  so  they  both  forgot 
their  hazardous  situation  in  the  indulgence 
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of  their  sense  of  humour.  They  were  pulled 
up  very  short  by  a  well-known  voice 
exclaiming : — 

"  Are  the  Sahibs  mad  ?  If  I  were  a  Dacoit  I 
could  have  killed  you  both  !  " 

At  the  same  moment  the  little  Goorkha,  for 
he  it  was,  sprang  nimbly  over  the  barricade  in 
front  of  the  astonished  Englishmen. 

u  Why,  Go,  my  good  fellow  !  How  on  earth 
did  you  get  here  ?  "  exclaimed  the  lieutenant, 
scarcely  able  to  credit  the  evidence  of  his  senses 
at  this  sudden  apparition  of  the  man  whose 
long  absence  had  caused  him  so  much  anxiety. 
As  for  Wat,  he  started  back  a  pace  or  two,  and 
then  stood  staring  at  the  Goorkha  as  though 
he  were  indeed  a  ghost. 

"  The  Dacoit s  are  cowards,"  replied  the 
sturdy  little  soldier.  "They  lay  in  ambush 
until  I  was  almost  in  the  midst  of  them.  Then 
they  sprang  up  and  seized  me.  Bah  !  I  had 
only  time  to  shoot  two  of  them  and  wound 
another  with  my  koohrie  before  they 
overpowered  me." 

"  It's  a  wonder  then  that  they  did  not  kill 
you  out  of  hand,"  exclaimed  Eraser.  "But 
perhaps  they  wished  to  reserve  you  for  some- 
thing worse  after  all  the  loss  we  had  inflicted 
upon  them." 

"I   don?t   know    what  is   in    their    minds 
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Sahib,"  answered  Golam,  impressively,  "but 
they  seem  very  anxious  to  make  prisoners  of 
the  Feringhees  as  well  as  their  servant." 

"Ah,  that's  their  game  is  it?"  exclaimed 
the  lieutenant  energetically.  "But  I'll  take 
jolly  good  care  they  don't  take  me  prisoner. 
I'd  much  rather  be  shot  straight  off  than  fall 
into  the  hands  of  such  a  villainous  crew." 

"  I  wish  we  were  well  out  of  this,"  broke  in 
Wat.  "We've  had  some  narrow  escapes 
already." 

"We  must  keep  stout  hearts  and  all  will 
come  right,"  answered  Jack.  And  then,  turn- 
ing to  the  Goorkha,  he  asked  him  how  he  had 
managed  to  get  out  of  the  enemy's  clutches. 

"Ah,  Sahib,  that  was  not  very  easy,  or  I 
should  have  been  here  sooner,"  replied  the 
soldier.  And  he  explained,  with  much 
vivacity,  how,  besides  being  tightly  bound,  he 
had  been  placed  in  the  cavern  at  the  foot  of  the 
hillock  and  closely  guarded.  He  had  contrived 
by  degrees,  however,  to  free  himself  from  his 
bonds,  but  he  did  not  attempt  to  escape  until 
the  Dacoits  had  all  dropped  off  to  sleep  one 
after  another.  Then,  by  stepping  carefully 
over  their  prostrate  forms,  he  at  last  succeeded 
in  getting  clear  away. 

"Bravo,  Go,"  exclaimed  his  master,  ''your 
sleight  of  hand  has  once  more  stood  you  in 
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good  stead  as  it  did  in  Chitral.  But  you'd 
better  take  care  those  Dacoits  don't  catch  you 
again,"  he  added,  laughing,  "  or  they'll  make 
short  work  of  you." 

Golain  grinned  and  drew  his  finger  , across 
his  throat,  in  token  that  he  was  well  aware  of 
the  fate  that  awaited  him  in  such  an  event. 

"  How  was  it  that  you  did  not  notice  our 
friend's  approach  ?  "  asked  Wat  naively,  turn- 
ing his  gaze  upon  Frazer.  Then,  seeing  the 
amused  expression  which  came  into  the  latter's 
face,  he  quickly  added  in  confusion,  "  Oh,  I 
suppose  that  was  my  fault.  I'm  always  so 
stupid  when  suddenly  awakened  out  of  sleep." 

"  I  wouldn't  mind  your  being  stupid  if  you 
weren't  so  dangerous  !  "  laughed  Jack. 

"  I'm  awfully  sorry,  old  chap,"  replied  Wat, 
with  evident  contrition.  "  I  expect  you  were 
endeavouring  to  apprise  me  of  the  Goorkha's 
approach  when  I  mistook  you  for  a  murderous 
Dacoit !  " 

"  Exactly,"  answered  Jack;  "I  heard  his 
whistle,  though  I  was  not  sure  whether  it 
might  not  be  some  prowling  spy  of  Wadda's. 
Anyway,  I  thought  it  best  to  awake  you  as  I 
had  promised." 

"  I  see  Golam  has  already  placed  himself  on 
guard,"  said  Wat,  desirous  of  changing  the 
conversation. 
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"  And  no  wonder  !  He  must  have  a  poor 
opinion  of  our  vigilance.  But  I  must  relieve 
him,"  continued  Eraser,  "  for  I  daresay  he  has 
not  tasted  a  mouthful  of  food  since  he  started 
out  on  his  unlucky  scouting  adventure. 

This  surmise  proved  to  be  quite  correct,  and 
the  half- famished  Goorkha  quickly  disposed  of 
some  biscuits  and  a  piece  of  raw  venison,  which 
was  all  his  master  had  to  offer  him. 

A  little  later  both  officer  and  man  lay  down 
to  have  a  little  sleep,  while  Wat  kept  watch  in 
his  turn.  The  remainder  of  the  night  passed 
without  further  incident,  but  immediately  after 
sunrise  a  great  commotion  arose  in  the  direction 
where  the  Dacoits  were  supposed  to  be  camped. 
They  had  evidently  discovered  that  their 
prisoner  was  missing. 

Wat  had  no  need  to  call  his  companions,  for, 
like  all  men  accustomed  to  dangers,  they  sprang 
to  their  feet  at  the  first  sound  of  alarm. 

"Ah!  Golam,  they've  discovered  your 
escape  !  "  exclaimed  Jack.  "  So  now  we  may 
look  out  for  squalls  !  " 

"I'm  ready  for  them,  Sahib,"  replied  the 
little  Goorkha,  with  a  cheerful  grin,  as  he 
clutched  his  rifle.  For  he  had  contrived  to 
recover  it  from  one  of  the  sleeping  guards  as 
he  quitted  the  cavern. 

"  Then  each  one  to  a  loop-hole,"   was  the 
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young  officer's  order,  as  he  sprang  to  Wat's 
side  at  the  harrier. 

But  there  was  no  immediate  cause  for  alarm. 
The  enemy  had  learned  to  he  cautious  in  attack- 
ing the  white  men  in  their  fortified  position, 
and  after  a  while  the  huhhuh  gradually 
ceased.  The  enraged  Dacoits  contented  them- 
selves with  firing  a  score  or  two  of  futile 
musket-shots  against  the  ramparts  from  the 
cover  of  the  trees  helow. 

"  Ah  !  Ah !  "  laughed  Eraser ;  "  they've  no 
more  stomach  for  fighting  at  close  quarters, 
I  see." 

"  Unless  they  could  take  us  at  a  disadvan- 
tage, I  suppose,"  acquiesced  Wat,  who  had 
quite  recovered  his  spirits  with  the  return  of 
daylight  and  action. 

"  Yes,  depend  upon  it,  they've  some  dark 
scheme  on  hand,"  replied  Jack.  "  I  wonder 
if  Golam  succeeded  in  picking  up  any  infor- 
mation while  a  prisoner  in  their  midst.  He 
knows  a  little  Burmese."  So  saying,  the  lieu- 
tenant moved  along  to  where  his  servant  was 
standing,  and  held  a  rather  lengthy  conversa- 
tion with  him.  When  he  resumed  his  place 
heside  Wat  he  did  not  say  anything,  hut  the 
latter  noticed  he  looked  grave  and  anxious. 

"Any  news,  old  fellow?"  inquired  Wat 
after  a  time. 


A  Choice  of  Evils.  163 

Jack  started  as  though  from  a  deep  cogita- 
tion. "  News  !  "  he  repeated,  "  aye,  and  more 
than  enough.  We  shall  have  to  make  tracks, 
as  the  Americans  say,  out  of  here,  and  that 
without  loss  of  time." 

"  Nothing  would  suit  me  better,"  responded 
Wat,  "  if  it  could  be  done  safely/' 

«  Ah,  there's  the  rub  !  " 

"  Then  you  think  we  might  perchance  find 
ourselves  out  of  the  frying-pan  into  the  fire, 
eh  ?  "  inquired  "Wat  apprehensively. 

u  Precisely,  my  good  fellow.  From  what  I 
have  gathered  through  questioning  Golam  it 
appears  that  the  Dacoits  have  already  been 
considerably  reinforced,  and  are  expecting 
a  fresh  contingent  to-morrow.  When  these 
arrive  they  will  certainly  endeavour  to  carry 
our  position  with  a  rush,  and,  failing  that,  they 
will  sit  down  and  starve  us  out !  " 

"  Whatever  we  do,  Jack,  we  won't  wait  for 
that,"  replied  Wat,  decisively,  "I'd  rather  run 
the  gauntlet  this  minute  than  wait  until  they 
starve  us  out.  I  know  my  failings  only  too 
well,  and  I  really  haven't  the  fortitude  to  hold 
on  here  for  days  and  perhaps  weeks,  subsisting 
on  half,  or  quarter,  rations  of  dried  venison, 
waiting  and  hoping  for  rescue  which  may  never 
arrive,  and  then  at  last  falling  into  the  hands 
of  these  relentless  brigands  when  too  weak 
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even  to  strike  a  blow  for  one's  life.  No,  Jack, 
a  thousand  times  rather  let  us  endeavour  to 
force  our  way  through  them  whilst  we  have  the 
strength  to  make  a  good  fight  for  it.  Then,  if 
the  worst  comes  to  the  worst,  we  shall  at  least 
be  able  to  sell  our  lives  dearly." 

Eraser  listened  to  this  unlooked-for  outburst 
with  mingled  surprise  and  admiration.  "Wat 
was  a  puzzle  to  him.  At  one  time  he  would 
seem  to  shrink  even  from  the  appearance  of 
danger,  while  at  another  he  would  show  a 
positive  eagerness  to  meet  and  grapple  with  it. 
This  seeming  contradiction  of  character  Jack 
rightly  surmised  to  be  due  to  an  inherent  and 
deep-seated  disinclination  for  exertion,  on  the 
one  hand,  and  to  an  equally  latent  and  certainly 
not  less  pronounced  intrepidity  on  the  other. 
Whatever  the  correct  explanation  might  be, 
however,  the  fact  was  indisputable,  that  once 
fairly  aroused,  Wat  was  just  as  redoubtable  in 
a  fight  as  he  used  to  be  in  the  football  field. 
Indeed  his  great  strength  and  agility  made 
him  in  one  as  in  the  other  a  most  formid- 
able antagonist  at  close  quarters. 

"  I  think  you  are  about  right,  old  fellow," 
was  Jack's  quiet  response ;  "  I've  been  musing 
about  the  best  way  of  setting  about  the  evacu- 
ation of  our  little  fortilice,  and  I  believe  I've 
hit  upon  a  good  plan." 
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"  I'm  glad  of  that.  What  is  it  ?  " 
"  Waifc  a  moment  and  you  shall  hear," 
replied  Jack.  "I  think  we'd  better  be  light- 
ing a  fire  and  preparing  some  breakfast  while 
we've  a  chance.  Golam  will  keep  watch,  and 
I  can  explain  my  scheme  as  we  eat  our  venison 
and  drink  coffee." 

"By  all  means,"  assented  Wat.  " There's 
no  use  in  starving  ourselves  when  we  shall 
need  all  our  strength  to  combat  the  enemy," 
and,  shouldering  his  gun,  he  followed  Jack  to 
the  tent. 
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PLAN     AND     PERFORMANCE ! 

"Now  for  your  plan,  old  fellow,"  exclaimed 
Wat,  when  at  length  the  coffee  was  made  and 
the  steaks  grilled.  "  I'm  dying  to  know  what 
it  is ! " 

"Oh!  it's  simple  enough,"  replied  Jack,  "if 
that's  any  recommendation.  You  see  those 
cords,"  he  continued,  pointing  to  the  ropes 
upon  which  the  strips  of  meat  still  hung  drying 
in  the  sun. 

"Yes,"  responded  Wat  dubiously,  for  he  was 
wondering  what  they  could  have  to  do  with  the 
matter. 

"  Well,  it  was  the  sight  of  those  ropes  which 
put  the  idea  into  my  head.  You  see,"  continued 
Jack,  "they're  sure  to  be  on  the  look-out  for 
us  by  the  only  exit  we've  got — the  narrow 
pass  between  the  rocks.  So  that  to  attempt  to 
sally  out  that  way  would  be  to  run  directly 
into  their  toils." 

"  Quite  true,  old  chap.  I  begin  to  see  what 
you're  driving  at." 
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"And  don't  you  think  it  will  give  us  an 
infinitely  better  chance  to  descend  the  cliff  in 
exactly  the  opposite  direction  ?  We  can  do 
that  by  means  of  the  rope." 

'*  Certainly ;  I  think  that's  a  splendid  idea!  " 
exclaimed  Wat  excitedly. 

"  Hist,  man,  not  so  loud  !  "  said  Jack  warn- 
ingly.  "Bemember  we're  not  many  feet  from 
that  trap  door." 

"Ah,  I  forgot !  Though  it's  closed  effectually 
enough  now." 

"Yes,  but  sound  sometimes  finds  its  way 
further  than  one  would  think,  and  you  know 
your  voice  is  a  very  clear  and  penetrating 
one." 

"That's  rather  a  doubtful  compliment," 
answered  Wat,  smiling,  "  but  I'll  try  and  be 
more  careful.  There's  only  one  objection  that 
I  can  see  to  your  scheme/'  he  added,  lowering 
his  voice  almost  to  a  whisper,  "  and  that  is,  the 
opportunity  it  will  give  the  enemy  to  cut  us  up 
in  detail  if  they  should  discover  our  intentions 
and  lie  in  wait  for  us  as  we  descend." 

"  Of  course  every  plan  must  have  its  peculiar 
risks,"  answered  Eraser  thoughtfully,  "  but  I 
think  this  one  has  fewer  than  any  other  that  I 
can  imagine.  Though  you  surely  don't  suppose 
that  we  shall  attempt  to  carry  it  out  until 
nightfall  ?  "  he  added  enquiringly. 
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" Nightfall!"  repeated  "Wat  in  tones  of 
dismay.  "I  thought  we  were  going  to  drop 
down  upon  them  at  once — at  least  as  soon  as 
poor  Golam  has  had  his  turn  at  the  victuals ! 
I  hate  night  work,"  he  added  emphatically, 
"  one  can't  see  either  to  fight  or  run  away. 
Besides,  we're  almost  certain  to  get  separated 
in  the  darkness,  and  then  I,  at  all  events,  shall 
be  done  for.  For  even  if  I  don't  run  amuck 
into  the  thickest  of  the  enemy  through  sheer 
fright,  I'm  sure  to  lose  myself  in  the  jungle 
and  either  starve  to  death  or  fall  a  prey  to  the 
wild  beasts." 

As  his  comrade  concluded  this  alarming 
forecast,  Jack  fairly  laughed. 

" "What  an  imagination  you  have!"  he  ex- 
claimed as  soon  as  he  could  control  his  voice. 
"  Why,  you're  conjuring  up  all  sorts  of  dangers 
when,  in  reality,  the  risk  will  not  be  half  so 
great  as  if  we  made  the  attempt  by  daylight. 
As  for  losing  yourself  in  the  jungle  that  can 
easily  be  obviated,  for  I'll  give  Golam  strict 
injunctions  to  keep  close  beside  you.  He 
couldn't  lose  himself  if  he  tried ;  so  that  if  I 
should  fail  to  break  through  the  enemy's  lines 
or  to  keep  you  in  sight  you  will  have  someone 
to  guide  you  back  to  the  station." 

"  What  nonsense  you're  talking,  Jack,"  was 
Wat's  indignant  response.  "Because  I'm 
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nervous  and  frightened,  you  seem  to  think  I'm 
capable  of  any  sort  of  cowardly  meanness.  But 
I  trust  I  shall  never  allow  my  feelings  to  get 
the  better  of  me  so  far  as  to  desert  a  comrade 
in  the  hour  of  danger.  No,  I  don't  think  I 
could  descend  so  low  as  that,  quite." 

Jack  seized  his  chum's  hand  and  squeezed  it 
warmly.  "  No  offence,  old  chap,  I  assure 
you!"  he  said.  "But  you're  a  queer  mix- 
ture," he  added  a  moment  later,  "and  I  never 
know  exactly  how  to  take  you  !  " 

After  some  further  discussion,  "Wat  consented 
to  waive  his  objections  to  a  night  sortie,  and 
they  both  set  about  their  preparations  for  it. 
First  of  all,  they  looked  over  their  ammunition 
and  were  much  taken  aback  to  find  that  it  was 
getting  very  short.  They  had  not  more  than 
fifty  revolver-cartridges  between  them,  while 
their  combined  pouches  only  produced  about 
two  dozen  ball  and  a  dozen  shot  cartridges 
for  Wat's  double-barrelled  combination  gun. 
Luckily,  Golam  had  just  refilled  his  bando- 
leer before  the  Dacoit  spy  so  successfully 
raided  their  camp.  He,  therefore,  had  still  a 
good  supply  of  ammunition  for  his  repeating 
rifle. 

The  next  thing  to  be  done  was  to  piece 
together  the  few  cords,  or  ropes,  which  they 
had  brought  with  them  from  the  station.  The 
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strips  of  venison  were  only  partially  dried,  but 
there  was  no  time  to  spare,  so  the  bulk  of  them 
were  removed  wholesale,  only  a  few  of  the 
thinnest  and,  therefore,  driest  slips  being 
selected  and  spread  out  upon  the  rocks  for 
further  desiccation. 

When  the  several  pieces  of  cord  had  been 
firmly  tied  together  they  formed  a  rope  nearly 
fifty  feet  in  length.  The  height  of  their 
stronghold  above  the  surrounding  plain  was 
about  one  hundred  and  fifty  feet ;  there  would 
thus  be  sufficient  only  to  reach  one-third  of  the 
distance.  It  was,  therefore,  necessary  that 
they  should  find  some  place,  if  possible,  where 
they  could  descend  the  cliff  by  stages,  not 
exceeding  forty  or  fifty  feet  at  a  time. 

Wat  was  a  born  mountaineer,  and  having 
discovered  what  he  considered  to  be  a  likely 
spot,  he  made  one  end  of  the  rope  fast  to  a 
solid  piece  of  rock  and  descended  to  the  less 
precipitous  scrubby  part  of  the  cliff.  Here  he 
found  a  better  foothold  even  than  he  had 
anticipated,  and  a  tough,  scrubby  tamarind  tree, 
whose  partly  exposed  roots  afforded  an  excellent 
holdfast  to  tie  the  rope  to  for  the  second  stage 
of  the  descent — if,  indeed,  a  rope  was  required 
any  further. 

So  far  as  the  young  "Welshman  could  see,  the 
trees  and  bushes  would  afford  sufficient  foothold 
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at  least  for  a  considerable  portion  of  the  way. 
Thinking  it  well  to  put  the  question  beyond 
doubt,  he  carefully  commenced  to  pick  his  way 
down.  Jack  was  watching  his  comrade  from 
above,  and  he  tried  to  sign  to  him  to  be  cautious, 
for  he  did  not  want  the  Dacoits  to  find  out 
what  they  were  about. 

Wat  was  so  intent,  however,  on  choosing  the 
best  footing  available,  that  he  did  not  notice  the 
lieutenant's  efforts  to  attract  his  attention,  until 
at  length  the  latter  ventured  to  whistle.  This 
startled  "Wat,  for  instantly  he  imagined  that 
something  was  wrong — that  perhaps  he  was 
discovered,  and  that  the  Dacoits  were  about  to 
pounce  upon  him  from  some  ambush  near.  He 
turned  hastily  to  retrace  his  steps,  and,  while 
casting  a  rapid  glance  around,  he  put  his  foot 
upon  what  looked  like  a  bit  of  outcropping  rock. 
It  was,  however,  merely  a  loose  piece  which  had 
become  detached  from  the  cliff  above,  and  been 
caught  in  a  tuft  of  half- withered  herbage. 
Wat's  weight  was  sufficient  to  start  it  rolling 
again,  and,  losing  his  footing,  he  grabbed  wildly 
at  a  tree  root.  Unluckily,  the  tree  was  dead, 
and  the  root  quite  rotten.  A  piece  of  it  came 
away  in  his  hand,  but  did  not  arrest  his  fall  for 
an  instant.  Down,  down  he  went,  clutching 
desperately  at  every  plant  or  shrub  which  grew 
near.  But,  his  impetus  increasing  at  every  foot 
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of  the  steep  descent,  either  he  failed  to  secure 
a  firm  hold  of  the  few  bushes  which  came  within 
reach,  or  else  they  were  too  small  to  resist  the 
sudden  strain  put  upon  them.  The  loose,  stony 
nature  of  the  soil  gave  them  but  slender  root- 
hold,  and  many  of  them  were  torn  away  and 
carried  down  with  the  falling  man. 

It  was  no  use  crying  for  help,  as  none  could 
reach  him  from  his  friends  above,  and  certainly 
could  not  be  expected,  or  desired,  from  his  foes 
below.  Indeed,  after  the  first  few  yards  his 
senses  were  too  much  bewildered  either  for 
words  or  conscious  acts.  The  instinct  of  self- 
preservation,  however,  caused  him  to  continue 
to  grip  at  everything  within  reach.  But  the 
only  result  was  to  create  a  small  avalanche  of 
falling  earth,  stones,  bushes,  and  such-like 
material,  which,  in  addition  to  his  own  bulky 
frame,  made  noise  enough  to  rouse  the  whole 
Dacoit  camp. 

The  consequence  was  that  when  at  last  poor 
"Wat's  involuntary  career  was  stopped  by  his 
plunging,  feet  foremost,  into  a  mass  of  laurels 
at  the  foot  of  the  declivity,  he  fell  an  easy  prey 
into  the  enemy's  hands.  Even  if  he  had  not 
been  reduced  to  a  half-unconscious  condition 
by  his  tremendous  fall,  resistance  would  have 
been  absolutely  futile,  if  not  worse.  The 
Dacoits  were  waiting  for  him,  and,  almost 
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before  his  feet  touched  solid  ground,  half-a- 
dozen  of  them  pounced  upon  him  and  made 
him  their  prisoner. 

When  at  last  the  unlucky  youth  had  suffi- 
ciently recovered  his  senses  to  know  what  had 
happened,  he  found  himself  tied  securely  to  a 
tree,  with  a  host  of  grinning  Burmans  around 
him.  The  situation  was  decidedly  a  trying  one, 
for,  considering  the  annoyance  Golam's  escape 
had  been  to  them,  it  was  only  to  be  expected 
that  the  Dacoits  would  wreak  their  vengeance 
upon  one  of  his  masters — the  hated  Feringhees 
— when  fate  had  thrown  him  into  their  power. 
For  a  time,  however,  they  contented  themselves 
with  staring  and  grinning  at  him,  or  examining 
his  clothes,  while  their  leaders  appeared  to  be 
consulting  as  to  what  should  be  done  with  him. 

It  seemed  to  poor  Wat  as  though  he  were  in 
the  grip  of  some  terrible  nightmare,  and  that  if 
he  could  only  arouse  himself  he  would  wake  up 
and  find  he  had  been  dreaming.  It  had  all 
happened  so  suddenly  that  it  was  difficult  to 
believe  that  he  was  really  a  prisoner  in  the 
hands  of  the  fierce  and  lawless  men  whom  from 
the  first  he  had  been  so  anxious  to  avoid.  The 
pain  which  his  bonds — the  stringy  bark  of 
some  tree — caused  him,  however,  as  they  began 
to  cut  into  his  wrists,  afforded  the  most  con- 
vincing evidence  that  it  was  no  dream,  but 
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stern  reality.  As  his  confused  senses  gradually 
recovered  their  wonted  clearness,  the  horror 
of  his  position  forced  itself  upon  him  in  all  its 
cruel  nakedness.  It  was  with  difficulty  that 
he  refrained  from  groaning  aloud  in  the  bitter- 
ness of  his  spirit,  and  the  profuse  perspiration 
which  burst  out  upon  his  brow  bore  witness  to 
the  agony  of  mind  he  suffered. 

But  this  phase  did  not  last  long.  A  "  Coo-ee" 
from  the  cliff  above  him  sufficed  to  disperse  the 
fit  of  depression  which  his  trying  misfortune 
had  brought  upon  him.  It  infused  into  him 
fresh  hope,  that  marvellous  power  which 
"  springs  eternal  in  the  human  breast,"  and 
without  which  life  would  be  indeed  a  dreary 
existence. 

The  cheering  cry  came  most  opportunely,  for 
very  soon  Wat  had  need  of  all  his  pluck  and 
fortitude.  The  result  of  the  leaders'  confab 
seemed  to  be  a  decision  to  put  their  prisoner 
to  the  torture — to  judge  by  the  preparations 
which  they  at  once  commenced  to  make. 


CHAPTEE   XVIIL 

FOILED  ! 

JACK'S  feelings  can  be  better  imagined  than 
described  when  he  saw  his  comrade  slip  and 
disappear,  amidst  a  cloud  of  dust,  into  the 
hostile  regions  below.  For  a  few  seconds, 
indeed,  he  was  too  horrified  to  do  anything 
but  gaze  helplessly  down  upon  the  leafy  depths 
which  had  so  suddenly  swallowed  him  up. 

The  yells  and  ejaculations  of  the  astonished 
Dacoits,  however,  as  they  rushed  forward  and 
threw  themselves  upon  the  unhappy  white  man 
ere  he  could  recover  from  his  involuntary 
plunge  roused  the  young  officer  to  action. 

"Go!"  he  cried,  "Jones  sahib  has  fallen 
down  the  cliff ;  we  must  hasten  to  his  assist^ 
ance.  Follow  me  ! " 

"Yes,  sahib — I  come!"  was  the  laconic 
response,  as  the  Goorkha  brought  his  rifle  to 
the  trail  and  hastened  across  the  little  en- 
closure. 

Fraser  only  waited  a  moment  to  pick  up 
Wat's  gun,  which  was  resting  against  the  ram- 


176  Foiled! 

part,  where  the  poor  fellow  had  left  it  when  he 
set  out  on  his  unlucky  errand.  Then,  giving 
him  a  loud  "  Coo-ee  "  to  let  him  know  that  he 
was  coming  to  the  rescue,  he  sprang  upon  the 
rock,  and,  seizing  the  rope,  slid  quietly  down 
to  the  ledge  below.  Here  the  lieutenant  was 
at  a  loss  how  to  proceed  further.  He  naturally 
shrank  from  attempting  the  feat  which  had 
proved  so  disastrous  to  his  chum,  of  descend- 
ing the  steep  slope  beneath  him  without  the 
aid  of  a  rope.  And  yet  there  was  only  the  one 
which  hung  from  the  cliff  above  him,  and  which 
would  be  needed  for  Golam  also  to  descend  by. 
In  the  midst  of  this  dilemma  the  latter  appeared 
on  the  crag  above,  and,  slinging  his  rifle  across 
his  shoulders,  prepared  to  follow  his  master 
down  the  precipice.  Before  he  could  do  more 
than  seize  the  rope,  however,  Jack's  mind  was 
made  up. 

"  Stop ! "  he  cried.     "  Listen  to  me." 

"  Yes,  sahib  ! "  answered  the  soldier  atten- 
tively, arresting  himself  on  the  edge  of  the 
rock. 

"  You  must  try  to  find  some  other  way  down. 
I  cannot  go  further  without  the  rope.  Un- 
fasten it  and  let  it  drop — quick  !  " 

"Yes,  sahib;  it  is  done,"  was  the  prompt 
reply,  as  the  cord  fell  at  Eraser's  feet. 

It   only  took  the  latter  two  seconds  to  tie 
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it  firmly  to  one  of  the  dwarf  trees  which  grew 
here  and  there  at  the  foot  of  the  precipice.  In 
a  few  seconds  more  he  was  rapidly  and  safely 
descending  by  its  aid  the  steep  slope  which 
his  chum  unfortunately  had  essayed  without  it. 
The  rope  was  not  long  enough  to  reach  half  the 
way  to  the  bottom  of  the  hill,  but  it  enabled  Jack 
to  pass  the  worst  places  in  safety.  The  declivity 
continued  to  be  quite  as  steep,  but  the  trees 
and  bushes  became  more  frequent,  so  that  he 
was  able  to  lower  himself  from  one  to  the 
other  without  much  difficulty.  In  this  manner 
he  had  got  almost  to  a  level  with  the  top  of 
the  trees  in  the  jungle  below  when  he  was 
startled  by  the  report  of  a  gun,  followed  by 
exclamations  and  laughter.  At  first  he  thought 
the  weapon  had  been  discharged  at  himself, 
but  he  soon  found  that  such  was  not  the  case, 
and  hurriedly  continued  his  descent. 

When  he  had  proceeded  a  few  yards  further  he 
obtained  a  glimpse  of  what  was  passing  in  the 
adjoining  forest,  for  he  was  now  below  the  leafy 
tops  of  the  giant  teak  trees ;  and  what  he  saw 
almost  drove  the  blood  from  his  heart.  Fast 
bound  to  a  tree  at  the  extremity  of  an  open 
space  was  poor  Wat,  and  at  the  opposite  ex- 
tremity was  a  batch  of  Dacoits  armed  with 
guns  and  muskets  of  divers  patterns.  One  of 
these  fellows  was  standing  a  pace  or  two  in 
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advance  of  the  others  with  his  gun  pointed 
towards  the  prisoner,  and  in  the  very  act  of 
taking  aim  at  him.  The  rest  of  the  gang  were 
evidently  awaiting  their  turn,  while  one  had 
had  his  shot,  and  was  reloading  his  weapon. 

Jack  took  in  the  situation  at  a  glance,  and 
no  wonder  his  brain  began  to  reel !  He  clung 
for  support  to  a  large  shrub  which  he  had 
gained,  and  which  luckily  screened  him  from 
view,  and  by  a  strenuous  effort  at  last  succeeded 
in  mastering  himself.  It  was  then  only  the 
work  of  a  few  moments  to  unsling  his  double - 
barrel  from  his  shoulders ;  but  in  those  few 
minutes  the  Eurman  marksman  fired.  Jack 
gave  an  involuntary  cry  of  horror,  and  closed 
.  his  eyes.  When  he  opened  them  again  he  ex- 
pected to  see  his  comrade  had  been  killed,  or  at 
all  events  wounded.  To  his  great  surprise  and 
relief,  however,  neither  of  these  calamities  had 
happened,  but  a  large  piece  of  bark  had  been 
torn  from  the  tree  within  a  few  inches  of  Wat's 
head. 

It  was  fortunate  for  the  lieutenant  that  the 
shouts  and  peals  of  laughter  which  greeted 
this  miss  quite  drowned  his  own  exclamation 
of  horror,  or  the  brigands  would  doubtless  have 
turned  their  weapons  upon  him.  While  he 
was  hesitating  whether  to  fire  into  the  midst 
of  the  party  from  where  he  stood  or  to  descend 
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quickly  and  take  them  unawares,  another  of 
the  Dacoits  stepped  forward  to  try  his  skill 
upon  the  living  target — for  to  such  a  fate  poor 
Wat  had  been  consigned.  This  fresh  marks- 
man seemed  to  be  one  of  some  repute  amongst 
his  fellows,  to  judge  by  the  interest  they 
showed  in  his  turn.  He  likewise  appeared  to 
feel  that  he  had  a  reputation  to  sustain,  for  he 
set  about  his  task  with  much  deliberation  and 
swagger.  His  attitude  and  that  of  his  com- 
panions quickly  decided  Eraser  in  his  course  of 
action.  He  recognised  that  if  he  wished  to 
save  his  chum's  life  he  must  act  promptly  and 
skilfully.  A  rapid  examination  of  his  rifle 
assured  him  that  it  was  properly  loaded  and 
cocked,  and  an  equally  rapid  calculation  enabled 
him  to  judge  the  distance  from  himself  to  the 
marksman.  It  was  about  a  hundred  yards,  and 
he  sighted  his  gun  accordingly. 

The  Burman's  deliberation  served  Jack  well, 
for  it  enabled  him  to  make  ready  and  take 
careful  aim  at  the  fellow  before  he  had  finished 
his  own  ostentatious  preparations.  There  was 
a  grim  irony  about  the  situation  which  struck 
the  young  officer  very  forcibly,  and  by  taking 
him  out  of  himself,  so  to  say,  added  not  a  little 
to  his  sangfroid.  For  it  is  strange  how  even 
in  such  trying  circumstances  as  these,  com- 
paratively trivial  thoughts  will  obtrude  them- 
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selves  upon  the  mind  if  only  for  an  instant. 
And  to  Jack's  fine  sense  of  the  ridiculous  there 
was  something  peculiarly  diverting  in  the 
notion  of  potting  the  unsuspecting  and  cruelty 
exultant  marksman  himself  at  the  very  moment 
that  he  was  putting  forth  all  his  skill  to  shoot 
the  helpless  Feringhee ! 

Eraser  watched  the  Dacoit  as  a  cat  watches 
a  mouse.  His  object  being  to  shoot  the  fellow 
the  moment  that  he  raised  his  gun  to  his 
shoulder.  But  the  tension  of  nerve  and  muscle 
became  so  extreme  while  the  dilatory  Burman 
was  preparing  his  rifle  or  musket — whichever 
it  might  be — that  when  at  last  he  did  raise  the 
weapon  for  the  fateful  shot,  Jack  was  trembling 
in  every  limb  from  suppressed  excitement.  In 
vain  he  tried  to  control  his  nerves  and  steady 
his  muscles,  as  he  laid  his  cheek  still  closer 
against  the  stock  of  his  gun.  It  was  to  little 
purpose ;  the  muzzle  continued  to  wobble 
dreadfully. 

Meanwhile  the  Dacoit  was  leisurely  adjust- 
ing his  aim,  and  there  was  not  a  moment  to 
lose.  "With  a  desperate  effort,  therefore,  Jack 
got  his  weapon  into  line  for  an  instant  and 
fired. 

There  was  a  second  report  mingled  with  a 
scream  from  the  glade  below,  and  Fraser 
suffered  much  agony  of  mind  waiting  for  the 
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smoke  to  clear,  which  for  a  moment  hung 
about  the  muzzle  of  his  gun  and  obscured  the 
view.  When  at  length  it  slowly  dispersed  he 
was  delighted  to  see  the  Dacoit  marksman 
lying  prone  upon  the  ground,  with  several  of 
his  kinsmen  bending  over  him ;  while  Wat  still 
stood  apparently  uninjured  against  the  tree. 
The  remainder  of  the  band  were  talking  and 
gesticulating  wildly,  one  or  other  of  them  in- 
cessantly pointing  with  hand  or  matchlock  in 
the  direction  whence  Jack  had  fired. 

Carried  away  by  the  excitement  of  the 
moment,  and  overjoyed  at  the  success  of  his 
shot — for  he  believed  that  he  had  saved  Wat's 
life — the  young  officer  threw  discretion  to  the 
winds.  Stepping  from  behind  his  friendly 
bush,  he  planted  his  feet  firmly  together  and 
commenced  to  slide  rapidly  down  the  remain- 
ing portion  of  the  declivity. 

More  by  good  luck  than  anything  else  he 
landed  safely  on  his  feet  at  the  bottom  of  the 
hill.  A  cluster  of  young  pepper  trees,  with 
their  thick,  graceful  foliage,  hid  him  from  the 
enemy's  sight  while  he  reloaded  his  gun,  and 
then,  with  a  wild  hurrah,  he  broke  cover  and 
dashed  out  upon  the  astonished  Dacoits,  dis- 
charging first  one  barrel  and  then  the  other 
into  their  midst  as  he  ran. 

At  first  they  evidently  believed  they  were 
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being  charged  by  a  regiment  of  British 
troops,  for  they  all  scattered  and  fled  in  the 
wildest  confusion,  exclaiming:  "  Feringhees 
— Feringhees  !  " 

Fraser  was  greatly  elated  at  the  success  of 
his  manoeuvre,  and  rushed  on  towards  the 
other  end  of  the  glade  where  his  chum  was 
tied,  in  the  hope  of  being  able  to  set  him  free 
before  the  Dacoits  recovered  from  their  sur- 
prise. Ere  he  could  accomplish  half  tne  dis- 
tance, however,  they  perceived  their  mistake, 
and,  facing  about,  endeavoured  to  seize  him  or 
cut  him  down  with  their  dahs  (long  knives). 
But  he  had  obtained  a  good  start,  and  by 
dodging  one  or  two  who  ran  out  of  the  jungle 
and  tried  to  intercept  him,  he  succeeded  in 
reaching  his  object. 

He  had  wondered  that  "Wat  had  not  called 
out  to  him,  but  his  wonder  ceased  when  he 
reached  the  tree  and  looked  up  into  his  chum's 
face.  He  was  gagged  as  well  as  bound ! 
Pulling  out  his  hunting  knife,  Jack  soon 
severed  the  cords,  or  rather  strands  of  tough 
bark,  which  bound  his  friend,  and  another  deft 
stroke  released  the  heavy  wooden  gag  from  his 
mouth.  Then,  thrusting  the  butt  of  his  re- 
volver into  Wat's  hand,  he  exclaimed : 

4<  Take  this,  and  run  for  your  life  !  " 

"  Thanks,  old  fellow — after  you,"  responded 
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Wat,  raising  the  pistol  and  firing  into  the 
midst  of  the  oncoming  Dacoits,  one  of  whom 
immediately  sank  wounded  to  the  earth. 

Jack  started  for  the  jungle,  endeavouring  to 
push  a  couple  of  fresh  cartridges  into  the 
breech  of  his  gun  as  he  ran,  and  shouting  to 
Wat  to  follow  quickly.  This  the  latter  essayed 
to  do,  but  the  moment  he  turned  his  back  upon 
the  enemy,  whose  rush  had  been  temporarily 
checked  by  the  fire,  they  plucked  up  their 
spirits  and,  with  yells  of  triumph,  dashed  on  in 
pursuit. 

The  tree  to  which  Wat  had  been  bound 
stood  out  into  the  glade,  being  separated  from 
the  jungle  by  a  space  of  some  ten  or  twelve 
yards.  The  two  fugitives  crossed  this  narrow 
strip  of  open  ground  in  safety,  and  plunged 
into  the  welcome  cover  which  the  dense  under- 
growth afforded  at  this  part  of  the  forest.  They 
hoped  to  be  able  to  elude  their  pursuers  in  its 
leafy  depths,  but,  to  their  dismay,  they  very 
soon  found  that  the  latter  were  far  more 
expert  at  threading  its  intricacies  than  they 
were.  In  less  than  ten  minutes  some  of  the 
leading  Dacoits  were  so  close  that  their  breath- 
ing could  be  distinctly  heard,  although  their 
bodies  were  still  hidden  by  the  thick  foliage. 

It  was  impossible  for  the  young  English- 
men to  force  their  way  without  making  a 
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good  deal  of  noise,  and,  of  course,  this  guided 
the  Burmans  in  their  pursuit,  and  frustrated 
all  the  efforts  of  the  former  to  throw  them  off 
their  track.  In  this  dilemma — and  while  every 
moment  added  to  the  certainty  of  speedy 
capture  or  death,  the  distressed  youths  suddenly 
emerged  upon  a  narrow  path.  "With  cries  of 
joy  they  hurried  along  it,  pursued  by  the 
leading  Daeoits. 

After  running  a  couple  of  hundred  yards  or 
so,  they  came  to  a  place  where  another  path 
intersected  the  one  they  were  on.  This  new 
path  was  about  twice  the  width  of  the  other, 
and  seemed  much  more  beaten  with  foot  and 
hoof  marks. 

"  This  way — follow  me  !  "  cried  Jack,  keep- 
ing straight  on,  while  his  comrade,  who  was 
close  behind,  stopped  and  seemed  inclined  to 
take  the  broader  road. 

After  hesitating  a  moment  or  two,  however, 
Wat  decided  to  follow  his  leader,  and,  putting 
on  a  spurt,  he  soon  overtook  him  and  inquired 
why  he  had  not  chosen  the  broader  and  easier 
path. 

"  Be —  because,"  gasped  Jack,  "it  is  more 

likely  to— to  lead " 

"  To    destruction,    I  suppose,"  interjected 
Wat. 
"  Yes-pitfalls  !  "  assented  Jack. 
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The  words  were  scarcely  spoken,  however, 
ere  the  ground  gave  way  under  his  feet,  and 
with  a  horrified  cry,  he  disappeared  beneath  it. 
"Wat  was  so  close  upon  his  friend's  heels  that 
he  could  not  stop  himself,  but  he  endeavoured 
to  clear  the  trap  by  a  mighty  bound.  In  this 
he  would  probably  have  succeeded  had  he  not 
alighted  on  a  half-rotten  stump,  which  caused 
him  to  slip  and  fall  backwards  into  the  pit 
upon  his  comrade. 


CHAPTEE  XIX. 

HOPE   AND    DESPAIR. 

THE  pit  was  not  very  deep,  and  except  for  a 
severe  shaking  neither  of  the  fugitives  was 
much  the  worse  for  his  fall.  Eraser  came  off 
second  best  from  being  undermost,  and  he  also 
narrowly  escaped  being  impaled  on  a  large- 
pointed  stake  which  was  fixed  in  the  centre  of 
the  hole. 

" Where  on  earth  have  we  got  to?"  cried 
Wat,  who  was  the  first  to  recover  from  the 
shock  and  scramble  to  his  feet. 
"  Perdition,  I  think— look  out !  " 
The  last  words  were  scarcely  out  of  Jack's 
mouth  when  the  foremost  of  the  pursuers 
arrived.  They  stopped  at  the  edge  of  the  pit 
and  yelled  with  delight  to  see  the  two  English- 
men in  their  power.  But  they  did  not  venture 
to  jump  down  after  them  until  the  rest  of  their 
company  had  come  up.  Then,  at  a  given  signal 
from  one  who  seemed  to  be  the  leader,  half-a- 
dozen  muscular  fellows  threw  themselves  upon 
the  unlucky  prisoners.  The  struggle  which 
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ensued  was  short  and  sharp,  but  it  could  only 
have  one  result,  as  Wat's  revolver  was  empty 
and  Jack  had  broken  the  stock  of  his  gun  in 
the  fall.  Nevertheless,  they  both  fought  like 
lions,  and  it  was  not  until  three  of  the  Dacoits 
had  been  knocked  senseless  and  others  sent 
down  to  take  their  place,  that  the  young  Britons 
were  at  last  overpowered.  They  were  then 
roughly  bound  and  dragged  from  the  pit. 

"  It's  all  up  with  us  now — Good-bye,  old 
chap  !  "  said  Fraser  hoarsely,  noticing  that  two 
of  the  brigands  were  busily  engaged  in  sharp- 
ening their  dahs. 

"  Good  heavens  !  They're  surely  not  going 
to  butcher  us  like  sheep ! "  exclaimed  Wat. 
UI  can  never  stand  that!"  And  making  a 
desperate  effort  he  managed  to  burst  the  bark 
ropes  with  which  they  had  bound  his  arms 
behind  him,  and  commence  a  fresh  struggle 
for  life. 

Before  the  astonished  Dacoits  could  realise 
what  had  happened,  the  young  athlete  felled 
the  nearest  of  them  to  the  ground  and  snatched 
away  his  knife.  In  another  moment  he  was 
at  Jack's  side  cutting  his  fetters  loose,  and  the 
next — lying  insensible.  The  brigand  leader 
had  rushed  up  behind  and  felled  him  with  a 
blow  from  the  butt  of  his  musket. 

"  Coward  !  "  cried  Jack,  springing  in  his  turn 
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at  the  Dacoit's  throat.  For  his  hands  were 
now  free,  and  before  the  others  could  interfere 
he  half- strangled  the  astonished  leader. 

But  these  efforts  were  foredoomed  to  failure, 
and  only  resulted  in  further  exasperating  their 
captors.  The  latter  would  doubtless  have 
butchered  them  then  and  there  had  they  not 
wished  to  gratify  their  hatred  by  putting  the 
Feringhees  to  the  torture. 

In  a  few  minutes  the  unlucky  adventurers 
were  bound  more  securely  than  before,  and 
taken  back  to  the  opening  where  Wat  had  pre- 
viously been  set  up  as  a  target.  Here  they 
were  tied  to  separate  trees,  but  instead  of 
musketry  practice  being  the  object  it  was  soon 
evident  that  the  programme  was  to  be  altered. 

After  an  animated  discussion  amongst  them- 
selves, the  Dacoits  laid  aside  their  guns  and 
drew  their  dahs.  Then  having  marked  a  foot- 
line  at  about  ten  paces  distance  from  each  tree, 
they  divided  themselves  into  two  parties  and 
prepared  to  try  their  skill  at  knife- throwing. 
Their  poor  captives  being  the  marks  to  be 
aimed  at ! 

In  a  very  short  space  of  time  one  from  each 
squad  stepped  forward  and  toed  the  line.  Then 
poising  his  knife  aloft  for  a  moment  or  two  he 
sent  it  shimmering  through  the  sun-lit  air  at 
the  human  target. 
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There  was  an  exultant  shout  from  one  group 
and  a  chorus  of  derisive  laughter  from  the 
other,  as  the  results  of  the  two  throws  were 
observed.  One  blade  stuck  quivering  in  the 
tree  a  few  inches  above  the  head  of  the  smaller 
prisoner,  while  the  other  had  missed  both  tree 
and  man. 

As  soon  as  the  excitement  had  subsided  two 
fresh  competitors  took  up  their  positions  at  the 
distance  line,  and  two  more  glittering  blades 
flashed  above  their  heads.  But  ere  they  could 
hurl  them  at  the  hapless  victims,  a  sharp  report 
rang  through  the  forest,  and  with  a  yell  of 
mortal  agony  one  of  the  marksmen  sprang  into 
the  air,  and  fell  dead  upon  the  sward.  The 
other  stopped  poising  his  ready  dah,  and  like 
his  fellows  turned  in  astonishment  to  see  what 
had  happened.  But  even  as  he  turned  a  second 
shot  rang  out,  and  he,  too,  fell  forward  on  his 
face,  clutching  wildly  at  the  ground. 

This  was  enough.  The  startled  Dacoits  at 
once  sought  cover  in  the  adjoining  forest.  But 
ere  they  gained  it,  another  of  their  number  fell 
wounded  at  its  very  edge  from  a  third  dis- 
charge of  the  mysterious  rifle. 

"  Bravo,  Go — hurrah  !  "  shouted  Jack,  for 
he  recognised  the  report  of  the  Winchester, 
and  hope  once  more  awoke  in  his  breast. 

was  no  less  excited,  and  strained  every 
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muscle  in  his  body  in  the  effort  to  get  free. 
But  taught  by  previous  experience  of  his 
strength,  the  wily  brigands  had  fettered  him 
with  double  bonds,  and  all  his  struggles  were 
in  vain. 

Noticing  the  prisoners'  cries  of  encourage- 
ment to  their  unseen  ally,  and  their  efforts  to 
break  loose,  the  Dacoit  leader  rushed  back, 
knife  in  hand,  with  the  evident  intention  of 
giving  one  or  both  of  them  the  coup  de  (/race. 
He  had  to  cross  the  open  space,  and  chance  a 
bullet  from  the  hidden  marksman,  but  this  did 
not  deter  him.  He  was  a  tall,  active  fellow, 
and  trusting  to  his  speed  and  agility  to  foil  any 
aim,  he  bounded  in  a  sort  of  zig-zag  course 
across  the  glade. 

Once — twice  the  repeating  rifle  spoke  out, 
but  the  bold  Dacoit  dashed  on  unscathed.  It 
seemed  as  though  even  Golam's  marksmanship 
would  fail  to  stop  the  would  be  assassin.  And 
Fraser's  feelings  may  be  imagined — for  he 
happened  to  be  the  nearest  victim — when  he 
saw  the  fierce  Dacoit' s  unchecked  approach. 
Indeed,  after  the  Goorkha's  second  shot  missed, 
the  horrified  lieutenant  shut  his  eyes  and  gave 
himself  up  for  lost.  But  fortune  had  not 
wholly  deserted  him  even  yet,  for  at  that  very 
moment,  and  when  almost  within  striking 
distance,  the  Dacoit's  evil  genius,  or  perhaps  a 


A  Well-aimed  Bullet.  191 

spirit  of  bravado  prompted  him  to  halt,  face 
about,  and  execute  a  gesture  of  contempt 
towards  the  hidden  marksman.  This  audacious 
action  brought  forth  shouts  and  yells  of  delight 
from  his  skulking  followers.  But  the  leader's 
triumph  was  short-lived,  for  though  he  lingered 
but  an  instant,  he  lingered  too  long.  As  he 
turned  with  uplifted  knife  upon  the  helpless 
prisoner,  a  third  report  reverberated  through 
the  glade,  and  a  well-aimed  bullet  stretched 
him  senseless  at  the  officer's  feet. 

Fraser  was  too  much  overcome  by  his 
narrow  escape  to  do  more  than  utter  a  sigh  of 
relief.  But  Wat  gave  expression  to  his  delight 
by  a  premature  shout  of  victory.  His  loud 
" hurrah"  was  fatally  ill-timed,  for  it  served 
to  guide  to  the  spot  the  main  body  of  the 
Dacoits.  These  men  had  been  stationed  to 
watch  the  western  slope  of  the  hill,  as  that 
was  believed  to  be  the  only  one  that  offered 
the  Eeringhees  any  chance  of  escape. 

Wadda  himself  had  taken  command  of  this 
force,  and  as  soon  as  he  heard  of  the  besieged 
having  broken  out  on  the  precipitous  side,  he 
collected  the  greater  part  of  his  men  and 
hastened  thither.  On  emerging  from  the  main 
forest  at  the  foot  of  the  declivity,  where  poor 
"Wat  had  so  unceremoniously  descended,  he 
heard  the  Goorkha's  shots  .up  the  hillside  a 
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little  more  to  the  southward.  Immediately 
supposing  that  the  fugitives  were  being  driven 
back  to  their  stronghold,  he  was  about  to 
march  his  men  in  that  direction  when  he  heard 
"Wat's  unmistakable  British  cheer.  It  seemed 
to  come  from  the  more  open  country  just 
behind  him,  and  he  lost  no  time  in  proceeding 
thither. 

Meanwhile,  Jack  had  sufficiently  recovered 
his  presence  of  mind  to  stop  his  too  excitable 
comrade's  thoughtless  cheering.  Little  think- 
ing, however,  that  the  mischief  was  already  done, 
and  perceiving  the  utter  demoralisation  of  the 
small  force  which  had  captured  them — for  after 
their  leader's  tragic  fate  not  one  of  them  durst 
venture  on  to  the  open  ground — hope  naturally 
began  to  revive  within  him.  He  thought  it 
possible  that  the  Goorkha  might  profit  by  the 
enemy's  confusion  to  make  his  way  around  the 
glade,  and  then  rush  out,  and  cut  Wat  and 
himself  loose.  This  he  knew  would  not  be 
difficult  to  a  clever  scout  like  Golam,  for  the 
thick  fringe  of  undergrowth  extended  to 
within  a  few  paces  of  the  trees  to  which  he 
and  his  chum  were  bound.  But,  alas  !  instead 
of  the  cheery  Goorkha,  there  soon  appeared  the 
hated  form  of  Wadda  with  a  numerous  band 
of  followers  at  his  back. 

At  this  disheartening  sight  the  two  young 
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Englishmen  could  scarcely  repress  deep  groana 
of  dismay.  Their  endurance  had  already  been 
tried  to  the  utmost  by  the  alternations  of  hope 
and  despair  through  which  they  had  passed, 
and  this  further  disappointment  seemed  to  be 
the  last  straw. 

Their  unconscious  look  of  deep  dejection 
caught  the  Dacoits  chieftain's  eye  the  moment 
he  drew  near  to  them,  and  immediately  his  own 
swarthy  countenance  was  lighted  up  with  a 
gleam  of  mingled  hatred  and  exultation. 

"  Ah,  ah,  it  is  your  turn  to  be  tied  up  now ! 
How  you  like  it,  my  young  Eeringhees  ?  "  was 
his,  taunting  greeting. 

Eraser  stared  the  Dacoit  straight  in  the  face, 
but  did  not  answer. 

"  I  make  you  pay  off  some  old  scores," 
continued  the  quondam  spy,  advancing  close  to 
his  unfortunate  victim,  and  handling  his  dah  as 
if  he  meant  to  use  it  upon  him  there  and  then. 
But  a  crack  of  a  rifle  close  at  hand,  and  the 
whistle  of  a  bullet  past  his  ear  made  him  think 
first  of  his  own  safety.  And  quickly  retiring 
into  the  midst  of  his  men,  he  ordered  a  party 
of  them  to  search  the  adjacent  jungle  for  the 
hostile  sharp-shooter. 

Eraser  was  as  much  surprised  as  the  Eurman 
at  this  last  timely  shot.  He  could  only  con- 
jecture that  it  must  have  been  fired,  like  the 

N 
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previous  ones,  by  the  faithful  Goorkha,  and 
that  its  greater  propinquity  was  to  be  accounted 
for  by  the  latter  having  attempted  to  reach 
"Wat  and  himself  while  the  way  seemed  clear. 
Doubtless,  the  unexpected  appearance  of 
"Wadda  with  a  fresh  force  of  the  enemy  had 
frustrated  his  efforts,  though  it  had  not  deterred 
the  brave  fellow  from  endeavouring  to  protect 
his  master's  life  at  the  risk  of  his  own. 

As  such  thoughts  as  these  passed  through 
the  lieutenant's  heated  brain  he  almost  forgot 
his  own  terrible  position  in  his  fears  for  Golam. 
It.  seemed  impossible  that  after  betraying  his 
whereabouts  by  firing  his  rifle,  the  plucky 
little  Goorkha  could  escape  being  captured  or 
slain  by  the  Dacoits  who  had  been  despatched 
for  that  purpose.  When,  however,  minute 
after  minute  elapsed  and  no  gunshot  or 
triumphant  shout  came  from  the  jungle, 
Eraser  began  to  hope  almost  against  hope 
that  his  faithful  follower  had  once  again 
proved  too  clever  for  the  Burmans  even 
in  their  own  jungle.  But,  hark !  What 
was  that  ? 

Jack's  acutely  sensitive  ears  caught  the 
sound  of  yells  and  exclamations  of  alarm,  and 
almost  simultaneously  a  party  of  the  searchers 
rushed  helter-skelter  from  the  jungle.  They 
broke  cover  almost  at  the  very  spot  whence  the 
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rifle-shot  had  come,  and  they  ran  as  though 
their  lives  were  at  stake.  From  the  way  they 
kept  glancing  back  over  their  shoulders,  it  was 
evident  they  were  in  mortal  fear  of  being  over- 
taken; and  yet  no  pursuers  were  visible.  As 
they  drew  nearer,  however,  Eraser  caught  the 
meaning  of  their  outcry.  One  word,  which  as 
a  sportsman  he  knew  well,  rose  clear  above 
the  din — it  was  the  Burmese  name  for  tiger ! 
This  at  once  explained  the  stampede,  for 
like  all  orientals  the  Burmans  have  a  peculiar 
dread  of  that  most  formidable  denizen  of  the 
jungle. 

The  only  thing  that  puzzled  Eraser  was  how 
to  account  for  the  presence  of  a  tiger  in  such 
close  vicinity  to  Golam's  supposed  hiding-place. 
"  Surely,"  he  thought,  "  the  stealthy  beast  has 
not  pounced  upon  my  faithful  jjro  while  he  was 
endeavouring  to  rid  me  of  that  vindictive 
Wadda  ! " 

The  very  idea  of  such  a  calamity  maddened 
the  harassed  lieutenant;  though  if  he  had 
known  the  correct  solution  of  the  puzzle  he 
would  probably  have  laughed  outright  in  spite 
of  his  own  critical  position. 

As  for  poor  Wat  he  was  in  the  lowest  depths 
of  depression.  Inaction  never  suited  him  at 
the  best  of  times,  but  in  such  circumstances  as 
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these  it  was  positive  agony.  It  allowed  his 
fertile  imagination  full  play,  and  after  the 
failure  of  this  last  attempt  at  rescue  through 
the  unlucky  arrival  of  Wadda's  force,  he 
suffered  by  anticipation  all  the  horrors  of  tor- 
ture and  death. 

It  was  a  positive  relief  to  him,  therefore, 
when,  in  obedience  to  their  chief's  orders  two 
squads  of  Dacoits  advanced — one  towards  each 
tree.  As  the  half-dozen  warriors  who  were 
despatched  against  himself  drew  near,  one  of 
them  unsheathed  his  long  dah  and  stepped 
quickly  in  front  of  the  others. 

"Ah  !  "  thought  Wat,  "  now  my  time  has 
come ! "  And  the  perspiration  broke  out  upon 
his  forehead  in  great  beads. 

He  shut  his  eyes  and  waited  for  the  death- 
stroke.  But  it  never  came.  Instead  he  felt 
the  band  severed  which  held  him  to  the  tree, 
and  his  arms  seized.  Opening  his  eyes  he  was 
amazed  to  find  that  he  was  being  marched 
off  in  the  direction  of  the  jungle.  His  com- 
rade was  being  escorted  in  like  manner,  and 
the  whole  band  of  Dacoits  was  likewise  on 
the  move.  Wadda  with  a  small  company  led 
the  way,  and  the  remainder  brought  up  the 
rear. 

They  all  skirted  the  jungle  for  a  little  while 
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and  then  struck  a  broadish  path.  Turning  into 
this  they  continued  their  march  in  a  north- 
easterly direction. 

This  move  of  Wadda's  was  as  much  of  a  sur- 
prise to  Fraser  as  it  was  to  Wat,  and  they  both 
tried  in  vain  to  conjecture  the  reason  for  it. 


CHAPTER  XX. 

GOLAM   TO   THE    RESCUE. 

WHEN  Fraser  appropriated  the  rope  in  his 
descent  from  the  cliff  and  left  his  servant  to 
his  own  resources,  he  little  knew  what  excellent 
results  would  follow. 

Golam  was  not  the  man  to  sit  down  and 
bemoan  his  solitary  condition,  or  helplessly  re- 
sign himself  to  Fate.  He  just  waited  until  his 
master  disappeared  from  view,  and  then  calmly 
reviewed  the  situation.  Presently  his  swarthy 
countenance  brightened,  and  a  grunt  of  satis- 
faction escaped  his  thick  lips,  as  some  happy 
idea  crossed  his  mind. 

A  minute  later  the  little  Goorkha  tripped 
lightly  across  the  intervening  space  and  entered 
the  tent  which  stood  near  that  end  of  the 
stronghold.  When  he  emerged  again  he  had 
the  $kin  of  the  magnificent  tiger  Wat  had 
killed  strapped  on  to  his  shoulders.  He  evi- 
dently had  no  idea  of  abandoning  such  a  trophy 
to  the  despised  Dacoits. 

A  quick  survey  assured  him  that  none  of  the 
198 
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enemy  had  yet  ventured  to  encroach  within  the 
area  commanded  by  the  rifles  of  the  besieged. 
The  majority  of  them  were  probably  still  un- 
aware of  the  flitting.  But  they  could  not  long 
remain  in  ignorance  of  what  had  happened. 
Therefore  Golam  decided  to  take  time  by  the 
forelock,  and  endeavour  to  find  some  way  of 
descending  the  knoll  ere  it  was  too  late.  He 
knew  that  the  moment  the  enemy  who  were 
posted  to  watch  the  outlet  discovered  that  the 
Feringhees  were  making  their  escape,  they 
would  rush  in  to  try  to  seize  them  or  to  loot 
the  camp.  Besides  he  was  impatient  to  get  to 
some  place  where  he  could  be  close  at  hand  to 
support  his  master  if  the  chance  presented 
itself. 

There  was  one  place  the  Goorkha  remembered 
to  have  seen  where  a  descent  might  be  possible 
without  a  rope.  It  was  on  the  south  side  and 
not  very  far  from  the  entrance  to  the  strong- 
hold. A  little  clump  of  trees  grew  at  the  foot 
of  the  rocky  rampart,  and  one  of  these  in  its 
efforts  to  reach  the  light  had  overtopped  its 
fellows  and  reared  its  leafy  head  within  six  or 
seven  feet  of  the  summit.  To  this  spot  Golam 
hastened,  and  quickly  measuring  the  distance 
with  his  eye,  decided  to  risk  a  leap  into  the 
tree. 

It   seemed  rather  a  desperate  thing  to  do, 


2oo  Go  lam  to  the  Rescue. 

for  if  he  failed  to  make  good  his  lodgment  in 
the  branches  he  would  certainly  be  killed. 
However,  he  reflected  that  the  same  fate  would 
as  surely  befall  him  if  he  remained  where  he 
was,  and  therefore  he  lost  no  time  in  making 
his  preparations.  Unfastening  the  tiger- skin 
from  his  shoulders  he  dropped  it  down  close  to 
the  rock-face  and  replaced  it  by  his  rifle, 
which  hung  flat  against  his  back,  suspended 
by  its  leather  sling. 

Stepping  to  the  edge  of  the  rock,  Golam 
crouched  and  balanced  himself  for  a  moment, 
and  then  sprang  off,  aiming  for  the  centre  of 
the  tree.  By  keeping  his  eyes  steadily  fixed 
upon  a  particular  branch  he  just  managed 
to  seize  and  grasp  it  tightly  as  he  dropped. 
The  branch  bent  and  swayed  most  unpleasantly 
with  his  weight,  but  it  was  strong  and  tough 
and  justified  its  selection. 

The  rest  was  easy  enough  to  such  an  agile 
fellow  as  Golam,  and  in  less  than  a  minute  he 
was  safely  at  the  foot  of  the  tree  and  the  cliff. 
Picking  up  the  tiger-skin,  he  again  bound  it 
knapsack-like  upon  his  shoulders,  and  then  set 
to  work  to  pick  his  way  down  the  slope.  This 
was  not  nearly  so  precipitous  as  the  eastern  face 
of  the  knoll,  and  being  fairly  studded  with 
trees  and  bushes  presented  no  difficulties  to  an 
active  man.  The  Goorkha  soon  struck  a 
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beaten  track  of  some  wild  animal  and  followed 
it  slantwise  down  the  hill,  as  it  led  in  the 
direction  he  wished  to  go. 

When  about  thirty  feet  from  the  bottom  of 
the  declivity  Golam  found  himself  on  a  piece  of 
flat  rock  jutting  out  from  the  slope.    Below  it  / 
grew   a  fine  tamarined  tree  and  some   dwarf? 
laurels,  which  completely  screened  him  from  \ 
the  view  of  anyone  standing   beneath.     The 
stem    of    the    tree   was    forked    from    about 
four  and   a-half  feet   from  the  level  of  the 
rock,  and  between  the  two  trunks  there  was 
a  splendid  view  of  the  low  ground  and  the 
lake. 

Golam's  hunter's  instinct  told  him  that  this 
was  the  lair  of  some  beast  of  prey,  and  the  in- 
dications were  of  either  a  tiger  or  leopard.  But 
as  the  animal  luckily  was  not  at  home,  and  the 
situation  was  so  excellent,  he  did  not  hesitate 
to  take  possession  of  it,  especially  as  none  of 
the  marks  showed  very  recent  occupation  by 
the  four-footed  owner. 

Almost  before  he  had  time  to  congratu- 
late himself  on  reaching  such  a  capital  outlook 
and  resting-place,  the  Goorkha  was  startled 
by  the  sound  of  voices.  Peering  through 
the  fork  of  the  tamarined  tree  he  saw  the 
Dacoits  returning  to  the  glade  below  with 
the  captured  Englishmen.  He  watched  the 
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latter  being  tied  to  the  two  trees,  and  surmising 
what  was  about  to  happen  he  unslung  his 
Winchester  and  prepared  to  interfere. 

After  administering  severe  punishment  upon 
the  Dacoits,  and  driving  them  from  the  open 
glade,  Golam  determined  to  make  a  vigorous 
effort  to  release  his  master  and  his  friend. 
Descending  to  the  level  ground  he  skirted  the 
glade,  keeping  well  within  the  jungle  in  order 
to  try  and  reach  as  near  to  the  captured  men 
as  possible  without  being  seen. 

While  he  was  making  the  necessary  detour, 
Wadda  and  the  main  body  of  the  enemy  un- 
fortunately arrived  and  stole  a  march  upon 
him. 

As  soon  as  the  Goorkha  discovered  their 
presence  he  halted,  and  throwing  himself  upon 
his  hands  and  knees  crept  to  the  verge  of  the 
jungle  to  see  what  would  happen.  One  of  the 
forest  giants  had  been  uprooted  at  some  former 
time  and  was  lying  a  little  way  from  him.  Its 
huge  bole  and  half-decayed  branches  were  par- 
tially overgrown  by  a  wealth  of  tangled  vines 
and  creepers,  forming  a  dense  covert.  Into 
this  he  wormed  himself,  and  found  just  enough 
space  to  lie  down  in  comfortably  at  the  root- 
end  of  the  large  trunk. 

Cutting  a  few  of  the  vines  away  with  his 
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kookrie,  Golam  was  able  to  see  all  that  was 
taking  place  without  himself  being  seen. 
Wadda's  conduct  naturally  made  him  fear  for 
his  officer's  life,  and,  regardless  of  his  own 
safety,  he  hastily  covered  the  miscreant  with 
Jhis  rifle  and  fired. 

The  shot  effected  its  purpose,  but  it  also 
betrayed  his  own  whereabouts  to  the  Dacoits. 
To  have  attempted  to  run  away,  however, 
would  have  been  useless,  for  the  searchers 
whom  "Wadda  immediately  despatched  would 
have  pounced  upon  him  almost  before  he  could 
have  got  clear  of  the  thicket.  With  marvellous 
resource  the  Goorkha  slipped  the  tiger-skin 
from  his  shoulders,  and  instantly  severing  the 
cord  which  tied  it,  threw  the  beautiful  skin 
completely  over  him  as  he  half  lay,  half 
crouched,  beside  the  fallen  tree. 

Scarcely  had  he  arranged  the  pelt  so  as  to 
look  as  life-like  as  possible,  when  five  or  six  of 
Wadda's  scouts  arrived,  and,  parting  the 
foliage  with  their  hands  or  muskets,  peered 
intently  into  the  thicket.  For  a  few  brief 
seconds  they  gazed  in  silence,  and  then,  as 
their  keen  sight  gradually  pierced  the  shade, 
Golam  saw  their  eyes  dilate,  and  the  next 
moment,  with  yells  of  fright  and  dismay,  they 
turned  and  bolted  from  the  spot.  The  ruse 
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was  successful ;  they  had  taken  the  skin- clad 
Goorkha.for  a  real  tiger  crouching  in  his 
lair. 

Much  relieved  at  his  escape  from  capture  or 
death  the  Goorkha  lay  quiet,  watching  the 
Dacoits  until  they  moved  off.  Then,  crawling 
out  of  his  hiding-place,  he  proceeded  to  follow 
on  their  trail.  His  first  idea  had  heen  to  make 
his  way  back  to  the  station,  give  the  alarm  to 
the  Major,  and  return  with  a  rescue  party ;  but 
a  little  reflection  caused  him  to  change  his 
mind.  He  feared  that  if  he  once  lost  the  trail 
the  brigands  might  get  clear  away  with  their 
captives  and  either  torture  or  murder  them  at 
their  leisure,  or  keep  them  prisoners  under  all 
sorts  of  indignities  and  hardships  in  some 
remote  and  undiscoverable  region.  He  deter- 
mined, therefore,  to  follow  up  the  Dacoits 
wherever  they  might  go,  and  to  be  ever  on  the 
watch  for  some  opportunity  to  rescue  his 
master  and  his  master's  friend.  He  had  a 
shrewd  notion  that  if  he  kept  himself  well  out 
of  sight  the  Burmans  would  soon  begin  to  relax 
their  vigilance  in  the  belief  that  they  had  got 
clear  away  with  their  prisoners.  As  soon  as 
that  happened  Golam  hoped  to  find  some  means 
of  communicating  with  the  latter  and  arranging 
a  plan  of  escape.  Luckily  he  had  provided 
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himself  with  several  pounds'  weight  of  the 
dried  venison  before  quitting  the  camp,  and  so 
was  not  under  the  necessity  of  shooting  game 
for  food,  and  thus  betraying  his  design  to  the 
enemy. 


CHAPTEK  XXI. 

A  BOLD   BID    FOR    FREEDOM. 

THE  two  unfortunate  Englishmen  were  not 
able  to  exchange  a  word  as  they  were  marched 
onward  by  their  captors.  But  this  was  not  on 
account  of  being  gagged,  for  they  were  spared 
that  additional  misery,  but  because  they  were 
separated  by  a  considerable  interval,  and  sur- 
rounded by  guards  who  savagely  repressed 
their  slightest  attempt  at  communicating  with 
one  another  either  by  voice  or  sound. 

Jack  tried  to  take  matters  philosophically, 
but  he  could  not  deceive  himself  as  to  the 
gravity  of  their  situation.  "While,  as  for  poor 
Wat,  he  was  once  more  reduced  to  the  direst 
state  of  depression.  If  Hope  herself  had 
accosted  him  and  bidden  him  an  eternal  fare- 
well he  could  scarcely  have  felt  or  looked  more 
dejected  than  he  did.  He  walked  between  his 
guards  with  downcast  eyes  and  gloomy  coun- 
tenance, a  prey  to  evil  forebodings,  and  bitterly 
upbraiding  himself  for  his  folly  in  ever  setting 
out  on  such  a  hair-brained  adventure  as  this 
quest  for  the  Dacoit's  mine. 
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After  marching  for  a  couple  of  hours,  Wadda 
called  a  halt,  and  his  men  at  once  set  about 
preparing  a  meal.  Wood  was  collected,  fires 
lighted,  and  rice  boiled  in  tin  vessels.  Each 
man  seemed  to  carry  his  own  food  and  tin 
cooker,  and  very  soon  the  simple  repast  was 
partaken  of.  But  to  the  Englishmen's  dismay 
not  so  much  as  a  spoonful  was  offered  to  them. 
And  they  were  dreadfully  hungry  after  all 
they  had  gone  through. 

The  day  was  waning  when  they  resumed 
their  journey,  but,  refreshed  by  their  simple 
meal,  the  Dacoits  strode  rapidly  along  the 
apparently  interminable  path.  They  seemed 
wishful  to  put  as  much  ground  as  possible 
between  themselves  and  the  scene  of  their  late 
exploits.  Jack  wondered  whether  some  of 
Wadda's  scouts  had  discovered  any  signs  of  an 
approaching  British  force.  It  was  just  possible, 
he  thought,  that  Major  "Watson  might  have 
received  information  that  Dacoits  were  about, 
and  sent  out  a  flying  column  to  look  for  them. 
Anyway  it  afforded  the  poor  fellow  a  glimmer 
of  hope  to  imagine  so. 

It  was  almost  dark  before  Wadda  again 
called  a  halt,  and  both  Jack  and  Wat  were  so 
tired  that  they  fell  fast  asleep  almost  as  soon  as 
they  were  permitted  to  lie  down.  When  morning 
broke  they  found  that  ihoy  were  close  to  a 
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deep  river.  There  was  a  primitive  sort  of 
ferry,  consisting  of  two  clumsy  boats  and  a 
pulley  arrangement,  by  which  travellers  could 
cross  from  either  bank. 

The  Dacoits  allowed  their  prisoners  each  a 
tin  of  half-cooked  rice  for  breakfast,  the  same 
as  they  ate  themselves ;  but  this  was  not  pre- 
pared or  partaken  of  until  the  river  had  been 
crossed.  The  primeval  forest  of  magnificent 
teak  trees  extended  to  an  immeasurable  distance 
in  every  direction.  There  were  two  paths  con- 
verging at  the  ferry,  but  Wadda  led  the  way 
along  the  one  which  seemed  to  be  a  continua- 
tion of  that  by  which  they  had  previously 
journeyed,  as  it  took  a  north-easterly  direction. 

All  this  day  again,  with  only  one  or  two 
short  halts,  they  marched  forward.  "Wadda 
never  relaxed  his  vigilance,  'but  constantly 
looked  up  his  prisoners  both  on  the  march  and 
while  bivouacking.  He  seemed  determined 
not  to  let  them  slip  through  his  fingers,  and 
continually  cautioned  their  respective  escorts 
to  be  watchful,  threatening  them  with  dire 
punishment  if  they  allowed  their  charges  to 
escape.  The  consequence  was  that  the  unlucky 
young  Englishmen  were  treated  with  great 
harshness,  and  so  closely  guarded  that  they 
never  had  the  ghost  of  a  chance  to  get  away — 
as  they  would  have  expressed  it. 
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From  what  Jack  could  gather  by  listening 
to  the  conversation  of  his  escort,  it  was  Wadda's 
intention  to  carry  his  prisoners  into  the  remote 
mountain  district  which  bordered  on  Tibet.  In 
these  well-nigh  inaccessible  regions  they  would 
be  beyond  the  possibility  of  rescue.  His  object, 
therefore,  was  probably  to  extort  a  heavy 
ransom,  or,  failing  that,  to  torture  or  slay  them 
at  his  leisure.  In  any  event  the  prospect  was 
gloomy  enough,  and  the  only  glimmer  of  hope 
was  that  Golam  had  made  good  his  escape,  and 
would  convey  the  alarm  to  the  station  at  Tegu. 
But  this  chance  would  scarcely  bear  considera- 
tion. The  Dacoits  had  such  a  start  that  it 
was  extremely  improbable  that  even  the  most 
lightly  equipped  flying  column  could  overtake 
them. 

On  the  third  day  after  their  capture  the 
young  Englishmen  found  themselves  traversing 
a  road  or  path  which  gradually  ascended  to  a 
higher  district.  The  trees  became  less  gigantic 
and  the  rivers  less  sluggish  and  muddy,  and  by 
the  end  of  the  fifth  day  the  teak  trees  had 
almost  entirely  given  place  to  oak  and  birch. 
But  as  yet  they  had  merely  quitted  the  rich, 
low-lying  valley  ;  and  it  was  not  until  a  couple 
of  days  later  that  they  emerged  upon  a  high  tree- 
less plateau,  whence  an  extensive  prospect  was 
visible.  Behind  them  lay  a  vast  expanse  of 
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forest,  while  in  front  rose  range  beyond  range 
of  mountains,  the  farthest  of  which  towered  up 
until  its  snow-clad  peaks  were  lost  in  the 
clouds. 

It  was  a  grand  sight,  though  it  struck  noth- 
ing but  dismay  into  the  hearts  of  the  unlucky 
captives,  who  were  becoming  quite  worn  out 
with  fatigue  and  anxiety — the  former  much 
aggravated  by  semi-starvation.  Fortunately 
the  more  bracing  air  of  this  elevated  tract 
revived  the  sufferers  to  some  extent  and  they 
managed  to  struggle  on.  As  soon  as  the  sun 
went  down  a  cold  wind  commenced  to  blow  and 
the  Burmans  hastened  forward  in  order  to 
reach  the  shelter  of  a  cluster  of  huts  which 
could  be  seen  in  the  distance.  These  belonged 
to  some  herdsmen  and  shepherds,  who  were  in 
charge  of  a  number  of  cattle  and  sheep,  for  the 
plateau  afforded  excellent  pasturage. 

The  occupants  of  the  huts  seemed  to  belong 
to  a  different  race  to  the  lowlanders.  They 
were  milder  of  manner  and  less  sturdy  of  build, 
and  possessed  scarcely  any  weapons  but  small 
bows  and  arrows.  They  made  a  show  of 
welcoming  the  Dacoits,  and  displayed  no  little 
curiosity  at  the  sight  of  their  prisoners.  It 
was  probably  the  first  time  they  had  seen 
Europeans.  But  best  of  all  they  set  before 
their  countrymen  huge  jars  containing  a  liquor 
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of  such  potency  that,  after  freely  imbibing  it, 
the  Dacoits  became  different  creatures.  Their 
usually  sullen  or  reserved  manner  gave  place 
to  joviality  and  good- humour,  and  very  soon 
they  passed  on  their  cups  to  their  prisoners  and 
insisted  upon  their  drinking  with  them.  The 
liquor  was  an  ardent  spirit  distilled  from  rice, 
and  the  Burmans  had  different  names  for  it, 
but  the  hill-men  generally  called  it  dal. 

Neither  of  the  young  Britishers  drank  more 
than  a  cupful  of  the  stuff.  And  even  that 
small  quantity  had  a  strange  effect  upon  them. 
They  felt  wonderfully  revived  by  it,  and  Wat 
even  grew  convivial  and  fraternized  with  his 
guards  and  his  guards  with  him.  Jack  kept 
his  head,  and  when  pressed  to  take  more  of  the 
spirit  merely  shook  his  head,  and  passed  the 
cup  on,  but  Wat  occasionally  sipped  a  little. 
Being  in  a  hut  opposite  to  that  occupied  by 
Wat  and  his  escort,  Jack  could  see  through 
the  open  doorways  a  good  deal  of  what  was 
going  on.  He  was  very  much  annoyed  at  his 
comrade's  folly,  as  he  considered  it ;  for  he  had 
begun  to  hope  that  if  the  Dacoits  became  a  little 
more  intoxicated  they  might  relax  their 
vigilance  sufficiently  to  afford  a  chance  of 
escape.  If,  however,  Wat  became  equally 
stupefied  and  incapable  with  his  guards  the 
opportunity  would  be  lost. 
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But  it  was  in  vain  that  the  lieutenant  tried 
to  caution  his  chum.  The  dal  had  already  taken 
too  much  effect  on  his  excitable  temperament 
and  Jack  could  not  attract  his  attention  without 
running  very  great  risk.  "Wadda  occupied  the 
adjoining  hut,  and  one  so  cunning  was  not 
likely  to  allow  himself  to  be  overcome  by  drink 
when  engaged  on  any  important  undertaking. 
This  surmise  proved  to  be  true,  for  presently 
the  chief  emerged  from  his  hut,  and  crossing 
over  to  the  one  in  which  "Wat  was  confined 
began  rating  the  escort  soundly.  His  words 
produced  very  little  effect,  however,  on  the 
hilarious  warriors.  They  were  far  too  elated 
to  be  easily  snubbed,  and  so  at  last  their  irate 
leader  seized  a  herdsman's  staff  which  stood 
against  the  wall  and  commenced  to  belabour 
them  with  it  unmercifully. 

It  so  happened  that  one  of  them,  in  the  ful- 
ness of  his  heart,  had  released  Wat's  right  hand, 
the  better  to  enable  him  to  join  in  the  carousal. 
The  young  Welshman,  although  excited,  had 
only  imbibed  enough  to  make  him  reckless. 
He  was  very  far  from  being  incapacitated,  like 
his  guards,  and  his  generous  soul  resented  their 
brutal  treatment,  although,  in  fact,  their  pre- 
vious conduct  to  him  did  not  merit  much  sym- 
pathy. Impulsive  to  a  degree,  he  stepped  in 
front  of  Wadda,  and,  with  one  blow  straight 
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from  the  shoulder,  felled  him  to  the  ground. 
The  chief's  back  struck  against  the  end  of  one 
of  the  rude  benches  in  his  fall,  and  when  he 
tried  to  rise  he  fell  back  again  with  a  cry  of 
pain.  "Wat's  surgical  instincts  instantly  im- 
pelled him  to  ascertain  the  nature  of  the  injury. 
He  stooped  to  examine  the  man.  But  his  object 
was  misunderstood  by  others  of  the  Dacoits, 
who  rushed  in  at  the  moment,  and  one  of  them 
aimed  a  blow  at  him  with  his  sword.  Luckily 
for  Wat,  one  of  his  guards  had  just  sense 
enough  to  give  the  assailant  a  push  and  foil  his 
stroke,  or  there  would  probably  have  been  an 
end  of  him  then  and  there. 

The  man  who  struck  at  Wat  lost  his  balance 
on  being  pushed,  and  fell  over  his  intended 
victim,  bearing  him  also  to  the  floor.  In  try- 
ing to  save  himself,  too,  he  grabbed  at  the  table, 
knocking  over  the  lamp,  and  throwing  the  hut 
into  pitchy  darkness,  while  his  dah,  or  short 
sword,  flew  out  of  his  hand. 

Wat's  narrow  escape  sobered  him,  and  at  the 
same  time  aroused  every  instinct  of  self-preser- 
vation within  him.  His  ear  caught  the  sound 
of  the  falling  knife,  and,  groping  for  it,  he 
quickly  found  it.  In  a  moment  he  had  severed 
the  rest  of  his  bonds  with  it,  and  put  it  in  his 
belt.  Then,  taking  advantage  of  the  confusion, 
he  scrambled  to  his  feet,  and  endeavoured  to 
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reach  the  open  door.  The  hut  was  of  circular 
shape,  and  by  keeping  close  to  the  wall  he 
managed  to  avoid  the  half-intoxicated  Dacoits 
who  were  surging  in  and  out.  Meanwhile, 
Wadda,  finding  himself  helpless,  for  he  had 
apparently  jarred  his  spine,  roared  out  to  his 
men  to  lift  him  up  and  carry  him  back  to  his 
own  quarters. 

"While  some  of  the  least  inebriated  Dacoits 
endeavoured  to  obey  their  chief's  orders,  Wat 
succeeded  in  reaching  one  side  of  the  doorway ; 
but  there  his  difficulty  really  commenced,  for 
the  narrow  portal  was  blocked,  not  only  by 
Dacoits,  but  by  herdsmen  and  shepherds,  who 
were  trying  to  discover  what  was  happening 
within.  The  athletic  young  Welshman  was 
hesitating  whether  to  try  and  force  his  way 
through  this  rabble  or  wait  in  hopes  of  a  more 
favourable  turn  of  affairs,  when  the  men  who 
were  carrying  the  chief  stumbled  up  with  their 
burden.  They  halted  close  to  Wat,  and  shouted 
to  those  who  obstructed  the  exit  to  make  way 
for  their  chief.  The  latter  was  impatient  at  the 
delay,  and  ordered  his  bearers  to  force  a  pas- 
sage, which  they  at  once  proceeded  to  do. 

"Now  for  it,"  thought  Wat,  preparing  to 
follow  close  on  the  party's  heels. 

He  was  standing  in  the  deep  shadow  of  one 
of  the  door-posts,  and  as  the  Dacoits  brushed 
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past  with  their  burden  something  hard  touched 
his  elbow.  Instantly  he  guessed  what  it  was, 
and,  raising  his  hand,  deftly  withdrew  his  own 
revolver  from  the  chief's  belt.  The  latter  was 
busy  calling  out  orders  and  anathematising  the 
loafers  who  blocked  the  way,  and  in  the  crush 
and  confusion  he  never  noticed  the  abstraction 
of  the  weapon  which  he  himself  had  appro- 
priated from  his  prisoner. 

Wat  was  delighted  to  have  his  pistol  back 
again.  He  began  to  feel  more  confident  of 
making  his  escape,  now  that  he  was  no  longer 
unarmed.  The  warriors  who  were  carrying 
Waclda  had  plenty  to  do  to  make  their  way 
through  the  crowd  without  glancing  behind, 
them,  and,  had  it  not  been  for  some  of  the  hili- 
inen,  Wat  would  probably  have  got  clear  away. 
He  had  no  idea  of  abandoning  his  comrade,  but 
everything  had  happened  so  suddenly  and  un- 
expectedly that  he  had  no  time  to  form  any 
plans.  His  only  notion  was  to  get  out  of  the 
hut  and  the  Dacoits'  power  as  quickly  as  pos- 
sible while  the  opportunity  served.  Afterwards 
he  would  be  able  to  devise  means  for  freeing 
his  chum. 

Unluckily,  Wat  was  almost  a  head  and  shoul- 
ders taller  than  the  Burmans,  and,  although  he 
made  himself  as  small  as  he  could,  one  of  the 
herdsmen  spied  him  as  soon  as  he  got  outside, 
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and  raised  an  alarm.  Finding  that  he  was  dis- 
covered, Wat  quickly  changed  his  tactics.  He 
had  gone  too  far  to  retreat ;  nor  did  he  think  of 
such  a  thing,  for,  as  usual,  his  courage  rose 
with  the  emergency.  Acting  on  a  sudden  in- 
spiration, he  broke  through  the  crowd,  and, 
uttering  a  loud  coo-ee  to  apprise  Jack  of  his 
approach,  made  straight  for  the  hut  where  he 
was  located. 

Unfortunately,  the  strange  cry  attracted 
Wadda's  attention  as  well  as  Jack's,  and  he 
quickly  grasped  the  meaning  of  it.  Ordering 
his  bearers  to  leave  him  and  seize  the  Ferin- 
ghee,  he  propped  himself  against  the  hut  while 
they  turned  to  execute  his  command.  But  they 
were  too  late  to  prevent  Wat  from  reaching  his 
goal.  Before  they  could  stop  him  he  was  within 
the  portal. 


CHAPTER  XXII. 

DESPERATE    ODDS. 

WHEN  Fraser  perceived  what  was  taking  place 
he  longed  to  be  able  to  do  something  to  aid 
his  chum,  but  he  was  too  securely  bound  to 
do  more  than  work  his  way  nearer  to  the  door. 
He  could  not  get  through  it  as  the  Dacoits 
had  placed  a  bench  across  the  entrance  and 
several  of  them  were  seated  upon  it.  Luckily 
they  were  too  much  muddled  by  the  spirit 
they  had  imbibed  to  pay  much  attention  to 
what  was  going  on  either  inside  or  outside  the 
building,  or  they  might  have  thought  their 
prisoner's  conduct  suspicious. 

Wat's  coo-ee  sent  a  thrill  through  the  young 
soldier,  and  he  chafed  to  be  mingling  in  the 
fray.  But  he  had  not  long  to  wait  inactive, 
for  the  next  minute  his  comrade  rushed  into 
the  hut,  knocking  two  of  the  half-stupefied 
guards  on  to  the  floor  as  he  entered. 

"  Bravo,  Wat ! "  exclaimed  Jack,  as  the 
next  moment  he  found  himself  free,  his  rescuer 
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having  severed  his  bonds  with  the  dah  he  had 
secured. 

Only  one  of  the  Dacoits  had  sufficient  con- 
trol of  his  wits  to  comprehend  and  resist  the 
attempt  at  rescue.  lie  drew  his  sword  and 
lunged  savagely  at  the  intruder,  only  missing 
him  by  a  hair's  breadth.  Indeed,  if  Jack  had 
not  perceived  the  fellow's  intention  and  pushed 
his  chum  aside  in  the  very  nick  of  time  he 
would  probably  have  been  killed  on  the  spot. 
As  it  was,  before  the  Dacoit  could  recover  his 
guard,  he  received  such  a  blow  on  the  back 
of  his  head  from  the  butt  of  Wat's  pistol 
that  he  fell  forward  and  lay  like  a  log  on  the 
floor. 

"Now,  come  on!"  cried  Wat,  springing 
back  over  the  bench;  "  Follow  me  !  " 

Eraser  did  not  require  a  second  invitation, 
though  even  in  that  crucial  moment  he  felt 
both  surprised  and  amused  at  his  chum's 
assumption  of  the  role  of  leader.  It  was  not 
only  reversing  the  usual  order  of  things  for 
the  civilian  to  lead  the  soldier,  but  was  so 
contrary  to  Wat's  generally  expressed  dislike 
of  fighting.  However,  that  was  no  time  for 
moralising ;  and  Jack  soon  found  plenty  else 
to  occupy  both  his  thoughts  and  energies. 
They  had  scarcely  got  outside  the  door  when 
they  came  face  to  face  with  -Wadda's  mes- 
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sengers  ;  while  the  chief  himself  shouted  out 
to  them  to  stop,  from  his  position  by  the 
adjoining  hut.  He  was  in  a  towering  rage, 
for  he  had  evidently  discovered  the  loss  of  the 
revolver — a  loss  which  was  the  more  vexatious 
because  his  accident  prevented  him  from  using 
any  other  kind  of  weapon. 

The  four  Dacoits  brandished  their  dahs,  and, 
incited  by  their  leader,  presented  a  bold  front 
to  the  fugitives.  But  rendered  desperate  by 
the  treatment  they  had  undergone  the  latter 
were  not  to  be  daunted.  Fraser  had  only  the 
short  Burman  sword,  or  dah,  which  Wat  had 
put  into  his  hand  after  freeing  him,  but  the 
young  Welshman  had  his  trusty  revolver. 
None  of  the  Dacoits  had  fire-arms,  so  that  the 
advantage  was  scarcely  on  their  side.  This 
was  quickly  demonstrated  when  two  of  them 
fell  at  Wat's  first  two  shots. 

"Hurrah!  Push  along!77  cried  Eraser. 
u  Honours  are  easy  now  !  " 

Wat  disdained  to  fire  again,  but  went 
straight  for  one  of  the  Dacoits  with  his  fists, 
while  Jack  engaged  the  other.  The  lieutenant 
was  an  excellent  swordsman,  and  very  soon 
put  his  adversary  hors  de  combat ;  but  Wat's 
chivalrous  instinct  nearly  cost  him  dear.  He 
just  managed  to  parry  his  opponent's  first 
thrust  with  the  barrel  of  his  revolver,  but,  in 
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springing  aside  to  avoid  a  second,  he  tripped 
over  one  of  the  fallen  Dacoits.  Before  he 
could  recover  himself  his  antagonist  would 
have  plunged  his  long  knife  into  him  had  not 
Fraser  once  more  interposed  and  forced  the 
Burman  to  defend  himself.  The  latter  with 
difficulty  parried  one  or  two  blows,  and  then 
seeing  that  the  game  was  up,  he  sprang  back 
and,  turning  round,  fled  for  his  life. 

"  Thanks,  Jack!"  was  all  that  Wat  had 
time  to  say,  for  at  that  moment  the  crowd  of 
herdsmen  and  shepherds,  who  had  hitherto 
held  aloof,  set  up  a  tremendous  shouting,  and 
came  surging  towards  them. 

Wadda  had  managed  by  persuasion  or  threat 
to  incite  the  cowardly  fellows  to  attack  the 
fugitives,  and  he  continued  to  urge  them  on  by 
voice  and  sign. 

"This  way!"  cried  Jack,  fancying  he  saw 
an  opening  between  the  herdsmen  and  a  group 
of  half-intoxicated  Dacoits  who  had  gathered 
round  their  chief. 

Wat  sprang  after  his  comrade,  but  just  as 
they  thought  they  were  almost  clear,  Wadda 
yelled  out  an  order  and  the  enemy  closed  in 
upon  them. 

"  Back  !  "  shouted  the  lieutenant,  suddenly 
checking  himself;  "  Back,  or  we  shall  be 
surrounded." 
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They  turned,  but  ere  they  could  make  any 
progress  the  active  little  hill-men  were  upon 
them.  Two  or  three  of  them  seized  Wat,  but 
he  shook  them  off  as  though  they  were  chil- 
dren, and  was  making  good  his  retreat,  when, 
on  glancing  round  to  see  if  Fraser  was  follow- 
ing, he  saw  him  fighting  for  his  life.  A 
couple  of  Dacoits  were  attacking  him  with 
their  dahs,  and  he  was  defending  himself  with 
the  similar  weapon  which  Wat  had  given  him. 
As  if  these  odds  were  not  great  enough,  three 
or  four  herdsmen  jumped  upon  him  from 
behind  at  that  instant  and  bore  him  to  the 
ground. 

It  was  but  the  work  of  a  moment  for  Wat 
to  level  his  revolver  and  fire  at  the  two 
Dacoits,  wounding  one  and  putting  the  other 
to  flight.  Then  he  rushed  up,  seized  the 
herdsmen  one  by  one,  and  dragging  them  off 
his  prostrate  chum,  flung  them  neqk  and  crop 
into  the  midst  of  their  astonished  fellows. 

Jack  was  on  his  feet  in  a  jiffy,  and,  together, 
the  two  comrades  quickly  elbowed  their  way 
out  of  the  confused  mob  which  was  surround- 
ing them.  But  they  were  only  able  to  retire 
towards  the  hut  where  Fraser  had  been  con- 
fined, as  the  enemy  was  too  numerous  in  every 
other  direction. 

There  was,  however,  a  narrow  sort  of  pas- 
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sage  separating  this  rude  dwelling  from  the 
one  appropriated  to  the  chief's  use,  and  Jack 
quickly  decided  to  take  advantage  of  it. 

"  To  the  passage  !  "  he  cried,  and  darted 
towards  it,  closely  followed  by  "Wat. 

But  the  wary  chief  was  too  quick  for  them, 
lie  divined  their  intention,  and  motioned  the 
Dacoits  beside  him  to  occupy  the  narrow  exit. 

Jack  could  not  repress  an  exclamation  of 
vexation  and  dismay  at  being  thus  forestalled. 
He  hesitated  a  moment  how  to  act.  But  the 
enemy  began  to  press  upon  them  in  the  rear, 
notwithstanding  "Wat's  threatening  revolver, 
and  some  action  was  imperative  unless  they 
meant  to  throw  up  the  sponge  and  surrender. 
This  was  what  Wadda  was  already  calling 
upon  them  to  do. 

The  lieutenant,  however,  though  perplexed 
and  temporarily  foiled,  was  not  the  man  to 
give  way  to  despair.  They  were  in  a  tight 
place  to  be  sure,  but  the  young  soldier  thought 
he  saw  one  possible  loophole  of  escape,  and, 
quick  as  thought,  he  availod  himself  of  it. 

"  This  way,"  he  yelled,  making  a  feint  to- 
wards the  passage,  as  though  he  meant  to 
force  an  exit  there.  Then  suddenly  checking 
himself,  he  sprang  to  one  side  and  made 
straight  for  the  door  of  Wadda's  hut,  which, 
except  for  the  latter,  was  now  left  unguarded. 
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The  chief  was  so  taken  by  surprise  that  he 
actually  uttered  a  yell  of  mingled  anger  and 
alarm.  He  was  completely  at  the  Ferin ghees' 
mercy ;  but  neither  of  them  deigned  to  strike 
a  helpless  man,  and  brushing  past  him  they 
took  possession  of  the  hut.  For  Wat  had 
followed  close  upon  his  chum's  heels. 

"  Shut  the  door — quick  !  "  cried  Fraser,  as 
he  hurried  across  to  close  the  shutter  of  the 
solitary  window. 

"  I  don't  much  like  this  !  "  exclaimed  Wat, 
as  soon  as  he  had  time  to  realise  the  situ- 
ation. "We're  run  to  ground  now,  and  no 
mistake." 

"Well,  it  was  Hobson's  choice,"  said  Jack, 
striking  a  match  and  looking  about  him,  "and 
we  should  have  been  caught  or  killed  if  we'd 
stayed  where  we  were  another  minute/' 

<c  We'd  better  have  died  fighting  than  be — " 

"  Jupiter — here's  luck  !  "  interrupted  Jack, 
darting  into  a  corner  of  the  hut. 

Wat  glanced  in  the  same  direction,  and  saw 
his  chum  take  a  gun  that  was  leaning  against 
the  wall,  and  examine  it  carefully.  He  soon 
recognised  it,  though  the  broken  stock  had  been 
very  clumsily  repaired.  It  was  his  combina- 
tion shot  and  ball  gun  which  the  Dacoits  had 
taken  from  him  when  he  was  captured. 

"My  word,  that  is  a  blessing ! "  he  exclaimed, 
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as  he  stepped  quickly  across  to  receive  the 
weapon  from  Jack's  hands. 

"It  won't  be  much  use  without  ammu- 
nition," said  the  lieutenant;  "  I'll  see  if  I  can 
find  that  too,"  and  striking  another  vesta,  he 
held  it  low  down  in  the  corner.  He  had 
scarcely  done  so,  before  a  joyful  cry  escaped 
his  lips,  and  stooping  down  he  picked  up  a 
well-filled  cartridge-bag  and  a  revolver,  ex- 
claiming. "  Bravo,  here's  my  revolver  as  well 
as  your  ammunition,  Wat !  " 

"  Then  hand  me  the  cartridges,  quick,"  said 
the  latter.  "I  can  hear  a  great  commotion  out- 
side. They  must  be  going  to  force  the  door! " 

"  If  they  do,  we  shall  be  able  to  give  them 
a  warm  reception  !  "  observed  Fraser,  grimly, 
as  he  made  ready  his  revolver. 

"  I  wish  it  were  morning,"  was  Wat's  com- 
ment, uttered  in  despondent  tones.  "  I  hate 
fighting  in  the  dark.  My  nerves 

Before  he  could  finish  the  sentence  a  heavy 
substance  crashed  against  the  door  shaking  it 
from  top  to  bottom. 

Wat  jumped  to  one  side  expecting  it  to  be 
burst  open,  but  it  held  firm. 

"  Jove !  it  won't  stand  much  of  that  treat- 
ment," said  Jack ;  "  so  Jook  out !  " 

They  were  in  complete  darkness,  for  Jack 
had  nearly  come  to  an  end  of  his  matches,  and 
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wished  to  reserve  the  few  that  remained  for 
any  pressing  emergency. 

Wat  seized  a  heavy  bench  which  he  had 
noticed  while  the  match  was  alight,  and  propped 
it  against  the  door. 

" There,"  he  said,  "that  will  strengthen  it 
a  little."  And  luckily  it  did,  for  the  next 
moment  some  ponderous  thing  again,  struck 
the  door,  making  it  crack  and  quiver  worse 
than  before. 

"  They  must  be  using  a  big  stone  or  a  piece 
of  timber  as  a  battering  ram,"  whispered  Jack, 
"and  they'll  be  in  before  we  know  where  we 
are." 

"  What  shall  we  do  ?  "  asked  Wat. 

"  We  must  beat  them  off." 

"But  how?" 

"Well,  I'll  show  you,"  replied  Eraser,  as  if 
with  sudden  inspiration.  "  Be  ready,  and 
second  my  actions  in  every  way !  " 

"All  right — go  ahead — anything's  better 
than  inaction  ! " 

Bang — crash  !  came  another  ponderous  blow 
which  loosened  or  broke  nearly  every  fastening, 
and,  but  for  the  bench,  would  have  hurled  the 
door  inwards. 

"Now!"  cried  the  lieutenant;  "open  the 
door,  and  give  them  loth  barrels ! "  And  lie 
pulled  the  bench  away  as  he  spoke, 
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For  a  moment  Wat  thought  his  chum  had 
taken  leave  of  his  senses.  It  seemed  the 
height  of  folly  to  open  the  door,  which  was 
all  that  stood  between  them  and  a  host  of 
enemies — the  door  which  they  had  been  en- 
deavouring to  strengthen,  and  which  their  foes 
were  doing  their  best  to  demolish.  He  was 
aroused  to  action  by  his  comrade  withdrawing 
the  only  sound  bolt,  and  the  door  falling  in 
upon  him. 

"  Diawlk ! "  he  exclaimed,  as  with  a  great 
effort  he  managed  to  keep  his  feet,  and  to 
push  the  door  back  against  the  wall. 

"Fire!"  cried  Fraser  in  stentorian  tones, 
himself  suiting  the  action  to  the  word,  and 
blazing  away  with  his  revolver  through  the 
opening. 

Wat  quickly  followed  suit,  and  levelling  his 
gun  fired  both  barrels  straight  into  the  asto- 
nished crowd  without. 


CHAPTER  XXIII. 

A    FIERY    ADVENT. 

As  Fraser  had  anticipated,  the  Dacoits  were 
taken  completely  aback  by  this  unexpected 
action  on  the  part  of  the  besieged.  Wadda  was 
the  first  to  recover  himself,  and  as  the  door  fell 
in  he  cried  out  to  his  men  to  charge.  But 
before  they  could  do  so  a  blaze  of  fire  shot  out 
from  the  dark  hut,  and  the  foremost  of  them 
fell  to  the  deadly  discharge  of  the  Feringhee 
weapons. 

This  was  more  even  than  the  hardy  Dacoits 
could  stand,  and  instead  of  charging  they  lost 
no  time  in  taking  cover  behind  the  nearest 
huts,  while  their  faint-hearted  allies  fled  in  the 
utmost  confusion. 

"  Now  or  never  ! "  cried  Jack,  springing  into 
the  open. 

"  For'ard  on,  for'ard  on  ! "  exclaimed  Wat, 
his  spirits  rising,  as  was  their  wont,  the  moment 
inaction  gave  place  to  action. 

But,  alas !  the  words  were  scarcely  uttered 
ere  he  tripped  over  something  in  the  semi 
darkness  and  fell  heavily  to  the  ground. 
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"  Ah  !  ah  !  ah  ! "  laughed  a  spiteful  voice 
from  the  shadow  of  an  adjoining  hut,  and  at 
the  same  instant  two  men  sprang  out  of  it  and 
threw  themselves  upon  the  prostrate  youth. 

An  involuntary  \jry  escaped  Wat's  lips. 
Jack  heard  it  and  turned  to  render  help.  Ho 
had  discharged  every  chamber  of  his  revolver, 
but  running  back  he  knocked  ooe  of  Wat's 
assailants  to  the  ground  with  the  butt- end  of 
the  weapon.  He  was  about  to  serve  the  other 
fellow  the  same,  when  he  himself  received  a 
blow  from  behind  which  sent  him  reeling  over 
the  fallen  Dacoit.  However,  he  had  done  suf- 
ficient to  aid  his  chum,  for,  in  spite  of  the 
warrior  clinging  to  his  back,  Wat  rose,  shook 
himself  free,  and,  clubbing  his  gun,  kept  at 
bay  the  Dacoits  who  had  already  begun  to  sur- 
round them  once  more.  There  were  now  nearly 
a  dozen  of  them  sufficiently  recovered  from  the 
effects  of  their  carousal  to  rally  to  the  chief's 
call. 

Luckily  the  lieutenant  was  only  slightly 
stunned  by  the  blow  he  had  received,  his  cork 
helmet  having  protected  his  head,  and  he  was 
speedily  on  his  feet  again. 

"  Back,  back  to  our  den  ! "  he  cried.  "  We 
must  get  time  to  reload  our  weapons." 

They  were  close  to  the  hut  which  had 
sheltered  them,  as  Wat  had  scarcely  gone  half 
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a  dozen  paces  before  coming  to  grief.  Back  to 
back,  and  step  by  step,  they  gradually  neared 
the  open  doorway,  foiling  every  attempt  of 
their  assailants  to  get  at  them  with  their 
dahs. 

"When  I  give  the  word,"  said  Wat,  "rush 
in,  and  I'll  follow." 

But  Wadda,  propped  up  against  the  wall  of 
the  hut,  perceived  their  intention,  and  signed 
to  two  of  his  men  to  frustrate  it.  This  they 
immediately  did,  and  for  a  moment  the  young 
Englishmen's  hearts  sank  within  them.  Their 
retreat  was  cut  off.  Fortunately,  however, 
they  had  been  adepts  from  boyhood  at  every 
manly  British  pastime,  from  football  to  fox- 
hunting. This  had  wonderfully  quickened 
their  perspective  faculties  and  readiness  of 
resource.  Almost  simultaneously  therefore 
they  noticed  the  only  loophole  of  escape  which 
remained.  The  door  of  the  adjoining  building 
— the  one  Eraser  had  occupied  with  his  guards 
— was  open  and  unguarded. 

It  was  enough  for  them  to  exchange  one 
single  word — "  Eight."  They  were  already 
opposite  the  door,  and  by  a  sudden  rush  at 
right  angles  to  their  previous  goal,  they 
managed  to  reach  the  desired  shelter  almos. 
before  their  enemies  divined  their  intentiont 
A  few  of  those  nearest  to  the  entrance  tried 
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to  intercept  them  when  they  saw  the  sudden 
change  of  direction,  but  these  were  knocked 
aside  like  ninepins  by  the  vigorous  rush  of 
the  white  men. 

"  Any  port  in  a  storm,"  cried  Fraser  exult- 
antly. "  Close  the  door  !  " 

"  There  isn't  one!"  was  Wat's  discomfiting 
rejoinder. 

"  No  door — surely  ? "  exclaimed  the  lieu- 
tenant, groping  about  him,  for  there  was  only 
a  dim  lamp  burning  in  the  further  extremity 
of  the  building. 

The  place  was  much  as  they  had  left  it  when 
Wat  rescued  his  chum.  The  bench  was  still 
across  the  doorway,  but  the  Dacoits  had  cleared 
out,  with  the  exception  of  one  man,  who  lay, 
apparently  quite  stupefied,  upon  the  floor. 

"  Well,  perhaps  we  shall  do  better  without 
one,"  added  Fraser,  cheerfully,  "  if  you'll  be 
good  enough  to  guard  the  entrance  with  your 
improvised  club  until  I  can  load  my  revolver, 
then  I'll  perform  the  like  service  for  you." 

"  All  right,"  answered  Wat,  taking  up  a 
good  position  behind  one  of  the  door-posts, 
with  his  gun  clubbed  ready  for  the  first  foe 
who  ventured  to  enter. 

The  Dacoits,  however,  seemed  to  think  dis- 
cretion the  better  part  of  valour,  for  they  kept 
at  a  respectful  distance.  Wadda's  voice  could 
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be  distinctly  heard  urging  them  to  rush  in 
and  seize  the  "foreign  devils.'7  His  men,  too, 
kept  up  an  excited  jabber  amongst  themselves. 
But  it  was  evident  that  while  those  behind 
cried  u  forward  " — or  its  equivalent  in  Bur- 
mese— the  ones  in  front  cried  "  lade  /" 

As  soon  as  Jack  had  recharged  his  revolver, 
he  took  up  "Wat's  position  and  the  latter  loaded 
his  weapon.  After  this  they  felt  better  pre- 
pared for  whatever  might  be  the  besiegers' 
next  move.  They  were  now  comparatively 
well  armed — the  lieutenant  having  his  revolver 
and  the  short  Burman  sword,  or  dah,  and  "Wat 
having  his  pistol  and  combination  ball  and  shot 
gun — a  most  formidable  weapon  at  close 
quarters  when  loaded  with  swan-shot. 

There  was  only  one  window  in  the  hut,  and 
that  was  pretty  high  up,  with  a  strong  shutter, 
so  they  soon  began  to  feel  more  confident — or 
at  least  Eraser  did — especially  as  the  enemy 
continued  inactive. 

"  I  begin  to  think  we're  masters  of  the 
situation,  old  fellow  !  "  observed  the  lieutenant, 
glancing  across  at  his  stalwart  comrade,  who 
had  taken  up  a  position  on  the  opposite  side  of 
the  doorway.  "  The  enemy  missed  his  oppor- 
tunity," he  continued  lightly,  "  when  he  de- 
clined to  follow  close  upon  our  heels  into  this 
refuge.  And  the  longer  he  delays  the  less 
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likely  is  he  to  face  such  a  battery  as  we  now 
possess." 

"I  don't  know,"  said  Wat  dubiously,  the 
comparative  repose  inducing  his  usual  reaction 
of  spirits.  "  We  can't  keep  up  this  sort  of  thing 
very  long.  I  feel  quite  faint  already  for  want 
of  food.'' 

"  Well,  if  you'd  rather  make  another  dash 
for  liberty,  I'm  quite  ready  ?  "  said  Jack. 

"By  all  means,"  answered  Wat,  "but  not 
until  daybreak.  If  there'd  been  more  light  I 
shouldn't  have  tripped  and  fallen  last  time." 

"  It  strikes  me  we  shall  have  plenty  of  light 
soon  without  waiting  for  morning,"  said  Fraser 
meaningly,  as  he  peered  out  into  the  night. 

"Why,  what  do  you  mean?"  was  his 
chum's  startled  question. 

"  We  shall  see,"  answered  Jack  mysteriously, 
"  but  I  fancy  Golam's  on  the  war-path  !  " 

"  Golam  ! "  ejaculated  Wat.  "  Do  you  really 
think  so  ?  I  was  beginning  to  fear  we  had 
quite  lost  him." 

"  Depend  upon  it  he's  not  lost  us,  though," 
was  the  lieutenant's  confident  answer.  He 
always  had  unbounded  faith  in  the  loyalty 
and  resource  of  his  gallant  little  Goorkha  ser- 
vant. 

"  Hillo  !  what's  that  ?  "  exclaimed  Jones,  as 
a  sudden  commotion  arose  amongst  the  crowd 
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outside  and  a  strange  light  gradually  illumined 
the  scene. 

During  the  past  half-hour  many  of  the 
shepherds  and  herdsmen  had  rejoined  the 
Dacoits,  doubtless  attracted  by  curiosity  and 
the  cessation  of  active  hostilities.  These  men 
now  hastened  away,  all  running  in  the  same 
direction  and  uttering  loud  cries  and  exclama- 
tions of  surprise  and  dismay. 

" What's  that?"  repeated  Eraser  almost 
excitedly.  "  Why  it's  Golam's  way  of  throw- 
ing a  little  light  on  the  situation,  creating  a 
diversion,  and  at  the  same  time  letting  us 
know  he's  on  hand,  as  the  Americans  say,  or 
I'm  much  mistaken." 

"My  word,  I  hope  you're  right,  Jack. 
Bravo,  Go  ! " 

"Bun  across  and  open  the  window-shutter," 
said  Jack,  "  you're  taller  than  I  am,  and  then 
we  shall  probably  see  what  sort  of  a  bonfire 
he's  lighted.  The  light  seems  to  come  from 
that  direction." 

Wat  did  as  he  was  bidden,  letting  in  a  flood 
of  light,  and  calling  forth  a  burst  of  astonish- 
ment from  his  lips.  Several  huts  were  already 
ablaze  at  the  extremity  of  the  little  settlement, 
and  even  while  he  looked  flames  suddenly  shot 
up  from  the  roof  of  a  shed  scarcely  sixty  yards 
away. 
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"  Heavens !  the  whole  place  will  be  on  fire 
directly  !  "  he  cried,  "  and  we  shall  be  burned 
with  it ! " 

"  We  must  fire  a  couple  of  shots  to  let  him 
know  where  we  are,"  said  Fraser.  "  Just 
watch  the  door  a  moment." 

And  stepping  quickly  across  the  floor  he 
pulled  a  small  table  under  the  window,  sprang 
upon  it,  and  looked  out. 

A  minute  later,  "  crack,  crack  !  "  sounded 
two  reports  from  his  revolver,  followed  by 
yells  and  ejaculations  from  the  Dacoits  who 
still  kept  watch  over  the  hut,  and  who  doubt- 
less imagined  that  the  besieged  were  again 
opening  fire  upon  them.  But  the  lieutenant 
took  little  notice  of  the  commotion  save  to 
warn  his  comrade  to  keep  a  sharp  look  out 
lest  they  attempted  to  rush  the  position. 
His  faculties  were  chiefly  concentrated  on 
looking  and  listening  for  some  reply  to  his 
signal. 

As,  however,  minute  after  minute  passed 
without  any  sign  to  show  that  the  Goorkha 
was  at  hand,  a  dreadful  doubt  began  to  steal 
over  Jack's  mind.  He  reflected,  after  all  the 
conflagration  might  have  been  only  accidental, 
or  what  was  more  likely,  the  deliberate  work 
of  some  drunken  or  vindictive  Dacoit.  He  had 
just  arrived  at  this  disheartening  conclusion 
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when  he  heard  two  or  three  rifle-shots  in  quick 
succession. 

"  Golam's  Winchester,  I  declare !  "  he  ex- 
claimed. 

And  looking  in  the  direction  whence  the 
sounds  came,  he  saw  the  figure  of  a  man  emerge 
from  an  enclosure  near  the  shed  which  had  last 
been  fired.  By  the  light  of  the  flames  it  was 
easy  to  see  that  he  was  neither  a  Dacoit  nor  one 
of  the  hill-men — surely,  then,  it  was  Golam. 
If  the  officer  had  any  doubts  they  were  dissi- 
pated when  the  man  suddenly  faced  about,  and 
bringing  his  rifle  to  his  shoulder  fired  thrice 
without  lowering  the  weapon.  No  one  but 
Golam,  he  reflected,  was  likely  to  be  in  posses- 
sion of  a  repeating  rifle  in  that  part  of  the 
world,  and  there  was  no  mistaking  the  report 
of  the  "Winchester. 

After  firing  the  three  rapid  shots  the  new- 
comer took  to  his  heels  and  ran  towards  the 
hut  where  the  Englishmen  were  sheltering. 
Eraser  noticed  that  he  kept  looking  about  him  as 
he  ran,  and  occasionally  glancing  back  over  his 
shoulder,  and  presently  a  number  of  herdsmen 
and  shepherds  appeared,  shouting  and  flourish- 
ing their  weapons,  evidently  in  hot  pursuit. 

u  Bravo,  Go  !  This  way  !"  cried  the  lieu- 
tenant, waving  his  helmet  out  of  the  opening 
to  attract  the  fugitive's  notice. 
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A  minute  later  Fraser  was  hauling  the  little 
Goorkha  in  through  the  window  amidst  a  flight 
of  arrows  from  the  pursuers.  He  seemed  a 
little  exhausted  and  very  much  out  of  breath 
from  his  exertions,  but  after  a  cup  of  the  dal, 
some  of  which  still  remained  at  the  bottom 
of  one  of  the  jars,  and  a  short  rest,  he  was  all 
right  again.  In  reply  to  Eraser's  questions,  he 
said  he  had  followed  up  the  Dacoits  closely, 
and  that  when  he  found  the  Sahibs  were  trying 
to  make  their  escape  he  stole  into  the  settle- 
ment and  set  fire  to  the  grass  roofs  of  the 
nearest  dwellings.  He  hoped  by  so  doing  both 
to  divert  the  attention  of  the  enemy,  and  at 
the  same  time  to  let  his  master  know  he  was 
in  readiness  to  assist  him.  When  he  heard  the 
two  revolver- shots  he  thought  they  were  in- 
tended as  a  signal,  but  for  some  time  he  dare 
not  move  owing  to  a  large  party  of  hill-men 
having  surrounded  the  building  in  which  he 
was  hiding.  At  last,  being  impatient  to  get  to 
his  master,  and  believing  that  the  enemy  had 
moved  away,  he  left  his  hiding-place  and  ran  in 
the  direction  where  he  thought  the  Sahibs  were 
hemmed  in.  Unfortunately  some  of  the  herds- 
men saw  him,  and  instantly  giving  the  alarm 
he  was  pursued  by  the  whole  body  of  them, 
led  by  one  or  two  Dacoits. 

"Well,  do  you  think  we  shall  be  able  to 
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shake  off  the  enemy  if  we  try  another  rush?  " 
asked  the  officer. 

"Yes,  Sahib,"  replied  the  Goorkha  confi- 
dently, <{I  have  found  a  deep  nullah  which 
runs  almost  up  to  the  village.  If  we  can  reach 
that  we  shall  be  safe." 

"  Well  done,  Go  !  "  said  Eraser  warmly,  for 
this  was  indeed  good  news. 

He  had  feared  that  even  if  they  succeeded 
in  cutting  their  way  out  of  the  hamlet  they 
would  be  pursued  and  harassed  for  miles  across 
the  open  plain.  Now,  however,  they  would 
have  some  shelter  to  make  for  as  soon  as  they 
got  clear  of  the  huts. 
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VICISSITUDES. 

"  A  LITTLE  breakfast  wouldn't  be  a  bad  thing 
before  starting,"  observed  Wat  ruefully,  as  he 
cast  a  searching  glance  around  the  room  which 
was  now  lighted  up  by  the  glare  of  the  con- 
flagration outside. 

Jack  laughed  in  spite  of  the  critical  situa- 
tion. u  I  fear  you'll  have  to  fight  on  an  empty 
stomach  for  once  ! "  he  said. 

"  I  really  can't,  old  chap  !  "  responded  Wat, 
leaving  his  post  to  search  the  hut.  "  These 
herdsmen,"  he  continued,  "must  have  some 
place  to  stow  their  food  in." 

He  placed  his  gun  against  a  corner  of  the 
wall  as  he  finished  speaking,  in  order  to  have 
both  hands  at  liberty  for  his  task%  There  was 
a  curious  hollow  sound  as  the  butt  struck  the 
floor. 

"Hillo!  what's  that?"  inquired  Jack 
eagerly. 

"Must  be  a  cellar  of  some  kind  ! "  answered 
Wat ;  "  lend  me  your  pig- sticker." 
238 
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The  lieutenant  handed  the  Burman  dah  to 
his  chum,  and  the  latter  quickly  prised  up  one 
of  the  boards  with  it.  Then  followed  a  loud 
exclamation,  as  a  tiny  vault  was  revealed  with 
several  earthen  jars  standing  therein.  Some  of 
these  were  full  of  rice  or  wheat,  but  one  con- 
tained cakes  or  coarse  biscuits. 

"  Eureka  ! "  cried  Wat  triumphantly,  hold- 
ing up  one  of  the  cakes  for  his  chum  to 
see. 

u  A  lucky  find,  and  no  mistake  ! "  responded 
the  latter,  losing  no  time  in  taking  a  good 
mouthful,  for  he  was  no  less  hungry  than 
Wat. 

And  very  soon  all  three  of  them  were  making 
a  hearty  meal  of  the  cakes,  Golam  eating  his 
while  keeping  guard  at  the  door. 

The  enemy  meanwhile  were  strangely  quiet, 
and  the  besieged  began  to  hope  they  had  be- 
come tired  of  waiting  and  had  dispersed, 
especially  since  Wadda's  voice  had  not  been 
heard  for  some  time.  They  hoped  that  his 
exertions  and  injuries  combined  had  exhausted 
him;  that  he  had  fallen  asleep,  and  that  his 
followers  had  either  followed  his  example  or 
returned  to  their  cups.  But,  alas  !  they  were 
speedily  disillusioned. 

They  had  scarcely  eaten  the  last  of  the  cakes 
and  put  some  of  the  rice  into  their  pocketsa 
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when  a  horn  was  blown  without.  This  was 
instantly  followed  by  a  noise  as  of  a  great 
rushing  of  feet. 

"Take  care,  Sahibs— Fire,  fire  !  "  cried  the 
Goorkha. 

Eraser  was  at  his  post  by  the  window  in  a 
moment,  and  Wat  flew  to  the  door  to  support 
Golam.  Then  they  saw  what  the  latter  meant 
by  shouting  " fire — fire!"  The  Dacoits  were 
rushing  upon  them  from  all  sides  at  once,  and 
each  of  the  brigands  carried  a  blazing  torch  in 
his  right  hand. 

"  Heavens  !  They  mean  to  burn  us  out !  " 
cried  Jack — "  Shoot — shoot ! " 

The  words  were  barely  uttered  and  their 
weapons  discharged,  ere  the  roof  above  them 
burst  into  flames ;  and  once  alight  the  dry 
thatch  burned  like  tinder.  In  another  minute 
the  place  would  be  untenable.  Jack  saw  that, 
and  more.  His  quick  perception  noted  that 
the  hill-men  who  guarded  the  rear  of  the  hut 
looked  sullen  and  angry  at  the  destruction  of 
their  property,  though  evidently  afraid  to 
interfere. 

It  was  the  Dacoits  alone  who  carried  the 
torches,  and  though  attackiDg  simultaneously 
on  all  sides,  they  mustered  in  greatest  force  by 
the  door.  Plainly,  therefore,  the  rear  offered 
the  best  chance,  as  the  hill-men,  though 
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mustered  there  in  still  larger  numbers,  were 
not  likely  to  offer  a  vigorous  resistance. 

"This  way,  Wat— Golam.  Follow  me  !" 
cried  the  lieutenant,  leaping  on  to  the  window- 
sill,  and  then  dropping  down  outside. 

Wat  was  about  to  follow  when  a  groan  from 
the  dal-vanquished  Dacoit  on  the  floor  arrested 
him.  He  was  a  fine,  tall  man  in  the  prime  of 
life,  and  but  for  an  ugly  scar  on  one  of  the 
cheeks,  had  rather  a  pleasant  face.  The  young 
Britisher  looked  from  the  helpless  Burman  to 
the  burning  roof,  and  his  mind  was  quickly 
made  up.  Enemy  though  he  was,  he  could 
not  leave  him  there  to  a  horrible  death. 

"Go  on!"  he  cried  to  the  Goorkha,  "I'll 
follow  in  a  minute,"  and  seizing  the  stupefied 
Dacoit  by  the  arms  he  dragged  him  out  of  the 
hut. 

Before  he  could  return,  one  of  the  roof 
timbers  gave  way,  the  thatch  fell  in,  and  a 
seething  mass  of  flame  filled  the  building. 
Wat's  retreat  was  cut  off.  For  a  moment  he 
stood  dismayed  and  irresolute,  and  if  the 
Dacoits  had  rushed  upon  him  then  they  might 
have  obtained  an  easy  victory.  But,  fortun- 
ately, they  themselves  were  so  taken  by  sur- 
prise at  his  action  that  they  failed  to  take 
advantage  of  their  opportunity  until  it  was  too 
late. 


242  Vicissitudes. 

"Wat,  Wat! — Where  are  you?"  cried  a 
voice  which  he  recognised  as  Jack's. 

This  roused  him  to  make  an  effort,  and 
unslinging  his  rifle  from  his  shoulders,  he  pre- 
sented it  full  in  the  faces  of  three  or  four  of  the 
enemy  who  were  now  advancing  upon  him 
sword  in  hand. 

The  muzzle  of  the  Feringhee's  gun  suddenly 
confronting  them  at  such  close  quarters  was  too 
much  for  the  Dacoits.  They  stopped,  jumped 
to  one  side  and  disappeared  even  more  rapidly 
than  they  had  come. 

"Bravo,  old  chap  !     Come  on — this  way !  " 

It  was  Jack's  voice  again,  only  this  time  it 
sounded  much  nearer ;  and  turning  round,  Wat 
saw  his  comrade  beckoning  to  him  from  the 
corner  of  the  adjoining  hut.  In  another 
minute  the  two  young  Britishers  and  their 
Goorkha  attendant  were  fighting  their  way 
through  the  noisy,  hut  half-hearted  crowd  of 
hill-men,  who,  with  a  small  sprinkling  of 
Dacoits,  were  assembled  in  the  rear. 

The  latter  endeavoured  by  word  and  example 
to  incite  their  cowardly  allies  to  stand  firm,  and 
prevent  the  Feringhees  from  making  their 
escape.  But  it  was  all  in  vain,  for  no  sooner 
did  a  herdsman  or  shepherd  find  himself  in 
front  of  one  of  the  desperate  looking  fugitives 
than  he  made  haste  to  ge^  out  of  the  way. 
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.  The  consequence  was  that  the  latter  at  length 
succeeded  in  getting  clear  of  the  village,  and 
guided  by  Golam,  arrived  safely  at  the  top  of 
the  nullah.  Nevertheless,  their  troubles  were 
not  yet  over,  for  "Wadda  once  more  appeared 
in  person  on  the  scene.  He  evidently  had 
almost  recovered  from  the  effects  of  his  fall, 
and  came  limping  up  at  the  head  of  a  small 
party  of  fresh  men,  whom  somehow  he  had 
contrived  to  muster. 

u  Well,  if  there  isn't  that  nine -lived  cat, 
Wadda,  again  !  "  exclaimed  Eraser.  "  I  hoped 
he  was  fairly  hors  de  combat  at  last." 

"  He  must  have  a  charmed  life,"  responded 
Wat.  "  I  fired  several  shots  at  him  last  night 
without  any  apparent  effect !  But  he's  too 
late,  now,  to  stop  us,"  he  added. 

"  I  hope  so,"  answered  Jack.  "  You  and 
Golam  clamber  down  to  that  big  rock  there, 
while  I  hold  the  head  of  the  gorge.  Then  you 
in  your  turn  can  cover  my  retreat  with  your 
rifle." 

In  this  way  the  fugitives  contrived  to  make 
their  way  down  the  ravine  in  safety,  notwith- 
standing several  attempted  rushes  by  the 
Dacoits. 

As  daylight  broke  the  fire  of  the  fugitives 
gradually  became  more  effective,  and,  at  last, 
after  having  several  men  wounded,  Wadda 
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retired,  foiled  and  angry,  to  await  the  recovery 
of  his  followers  before  attempting  to  renew 
the  pursuit. 

"  Thank  Heaven  for  enabling  us  to  recover 
our  liberty ! "  cried  Wat  fervently,  throwing 
himself  on  the  grass  beside  a  bubbling  spring 
of  water  and  taking  a  good  drink. 

"  Amen !  "  responded  the  lieutenant,  follow- 
ing his  comrade's  example.  And  then  he 
added,  "but  we  mustn't  linger  here.  We're 
much  too  close  to  our  enemies  to  be  safe,  yet." 

"  The  Sahibs  will  find  a  river  about  a  day's 
march  further  on,"  said  the  Goorkha.  "  There 
is  also  a  boat  on  it,"  he  added  significantly. 

"Then,  my  word,  let  us  make  for  it  as 
quickly  as  we  can !  "  said  Fraser. 

"By  all  means,"  assented  Wat. 

And  in  another  minute  they  were  hastening 
along  the  tiny  stream  at  whose  source  they 
had  just  quenched  their  thirst.  The  further  they 
went  the  more  wooded  the  country  became  ; 
until  at  length  they  found  themselves  entering 
the  outskirts  of  the  forest  region,  though  as 
yet  no  teak  trees  appeared.  Every  few  hours 
they  halted  and  ate  some  of  their  raw  rice,  and 
then,  after  resting  a  while,  plodded  resolutely 
onward  in  hopes  of  reaching  the  river  before 
nightfall. 

Just  as  they  were  beginning  to  think  they 
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couldn't  struggle  any  further  without  a  night's 
rest,  the  Goorkha,  who  was  a  little  in  advance, 
signalled  to  them  that  the  river  was  in  sight, 
and  a  few  minutes  later  they  stood  upon  its 
bank. 

"  Where's  the  boat,  Go?  "  inquired  Eraser ; 
"  I  should  sleep  more  soundly  on  the  other  side 
of  the  water." 

"  Hidden  under  the  bank,  Sahib,  a  few  yards 
higher  up,"  replied  the  soldier. 

u  Then  bring  it  down,  and  we'll  cross  over." 

The  Goorkha  hastened  to  obey  the  order, 
while  the  white  men  consulted  together  as  to 
what  was  best  to  be  done  next. 

"  I  wonder  what  sort  of  a  craft  it  is  ? " 
observed  Jones,  plucking  up  his  spirits  at  the 
prospect  of  a  sail  or  row,  for  he  loved  boating. 

"  Oh,  the  usual  abomination,  no  doubt," 
replied  Eraser — "  either  a  flimsy  canoe  or  a 
clumsy  raft !  But  why  do  you  ask  ?  "  he  con- 
tinued, "almost  anything  will  suffice  to  carry 
us  cross  this  narrow  river." 

"  Ah  !  but  if  the  boat  is  a  substantial  one,  I 
was  thinking  we  might  as  well  be  floating 
down  stream  in  it,  as  losing  time  encamped 
upon  the  bank." 

a  A  capital  idea  !  "  exclaimed  Jack,  "  and  I 
wonder  it  never  occurred  to  me.  Though " 

" Though,  what?" 
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"  Oh,  I  just  remembered  our  night  voyage 
on  the  Tegu  !  "  added  Jack  significantly. 

"Wat  laughed.  "But  this  is  different,"  he 
said,  "  there's  a  moon  to-night." 

Before  Jack  could  frame  a  reply  the  boat,  if 
such  it  could  be  called,  came  quicldy  round  the 
bend  of  the  river,  above  where  they  were 
standing.  It  proved  to  be  a  double  canoe  with 
a  sort  of  platform  at  the  bows  and  stern.  On 
the  latter  sat  the  Goorkha  guiding  his  craft 
with  a  paddle. 

"  By  Jove,  the  very  thing  for  us ! "  exclaimed 
"Wat,  as  he  caught  hold  of  the  prow  and  assisted 
Golam  to  keep  the  little  vessel  to  the  bank 
while  Jack  stepped  in,  for  the  current  was  very 
strong. 

''It  seems  steady  enough,"  admitted  the 
lieutenant. 

"  You  couldn't  upset  it  if  you  tried,"  asserted 
"Wat.  "It  is  almost  new,  too,  and  therefore 
very  strong,  being  made  of  two  teak  logs,"  he 
added. 

By  this  time  the  short  twilight  had  come 
nearly  to  an  end,  but  a  young  moon  was  just 
rising  above  the  trees  in  a  perfectly  clear  sky, 
so  that  there  was  plenty  of  light.  On  consult- 
ing his  little  pocket  compass  Eraser  found  that 
the  river  flowed  in  a  westerly  direction,  and 
therefore  it  was  decided  to  paddle  down  it, 


Go  lam  Recites  his  Adventures.         247 

keeping  a  good  look  out  for  rapids  and  water- 
falls. 

"  How  in  the  world  did  you  manage  to  find 
this  twin- canoe,  Go  ?  "  asked  Jack. 

"  Yes,  and  the  nullah  route  to  the  herdsmen's 
village  ?  "  put  in  Wat. 

The  little  Goorkha's  eyes  sparkled  with 
pride  and  satisfaction  as  he  narrated  his  adven- 
tures while  following  up  the  Dacoits.  It 
appeared  that  he  had  managed  to  keep  pretty 
close  on  their  heels  without  being  discovered. 
But  that  when  he  reached  this  river,  which 
was  the  last  one  they  crossed  before  ascending 
to  the  elevated  plateau,  he  experienced  an  un- 
expected check.  "Wadda  had  left  two  of  his 
men  behind  to  watch  the  ford  ! 

Luckily  Golam  espied  them  before  they  saw 
him,  and  turning  down  stream  through  the 
forest  he  looked  for  another  crossing  place. 
This,  however,  was  not  so  easy  to  find,  as 
either  the  banks  were  too  steep  and  slippery, 
the  current  too  strong,  or  the  water  too  deep. 
In  fact,  it  was  not  until  he  had  gone  several 
miles  out  of  his  way,  as  he  mistakenly  thought, 
that  he  discovered  the  double  canoe  moored  to 
the  bank  near  a  village. 

Hiding  himself  in  the  forest  until  nightfall, 
Golam  then  crept  stealthily  back  to  the  river, 
unfastened  the  boat  and  stepped  in.  Then, 
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merely  using  one  of  the  paddles  as  a  rudder, 
and  keeping  well  under  the  shadow  of  tho 
bank,  he  drifted  silently  past  the  Burman 
dwellings.  When  he  had  got  a  safe  distance 
from  them  he  paddled  across  the  river  to  look 
for  a  landing  place.  But  it  was  only  after 
going  some  miles  further  that  he  found  a  prac- 
ticable spot.  Then  he  landed,  and  pulling 
the  canoe  close  up  to  the  bank  under  some 
overhanging  bushes,  he  left  it  there  well  hidden 
from  view,  believing  it  might  come  in  useful 
later  on.  On  reaching  the  little  stream  already 
described,  some  happy  instinct  induced  him  to 
follow  it  up  to  its  source,  and  afterwards  to 
ascend  the  nullah.  Thus  he  arrived  on  the 
plateau,  near  the  huts,  just  in  time  to  hear  the 
commotion  caused  by  Wat's  bold  bid  for 
freedom. 


CHAPTER  XXY. 

A   MIDNIGHT   PROWLER. 

OWING  to  the  swiftness  of  the  current,  a  very 
little  paddling  sufficed  to  carry  the  boat  and  its 
occupants  along  at  a  good  pace. 

"  I  wonder  what  stream  this  is,  and  where  it 
flows  to  ?  "  observed  Wat,  when  they  had  been 
afloat  for  some  little  time,  and  were  beginning 
to  get  accustomed  to  the  situation. 

"  Most  likely  a  tributary  of  the  Pegu,  or  the 
Sal  ween,"  replied  Fraser. 

"HowT  nice  it  would  be  if  it  took  us  direct 
into  the  Tegu !  "  said  Wat,  "  so  that  we  could 
float  right  down  to  the  station  without  any 
further  trouble.  We  should  then,  too,  be  back 
at  our  posts  before  our  leave  expired." 

"  And  abandon  our  mine  ?  "  exclaimed  Jack, 
forgetting  all  his  good  resolutions  as  to  not 
exceeding  his  fortnight ;  "  return  empty  handed 
after  all  our  toils  and  tribulations?  No. 
Never  !  " 

"For  rny  part,  I  should  be  quite  content  to 
return  safe  and  sound,"  replied  Wat,  even 
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though  I  had  to  earn  my  bread  by  the  sweat  of 
my  brow  for  the  remainder  of  my  days.  I've  had 
enough  and  more  than  enough  of  peril  and 
privation  to  last  me  for  a  lifetime." 

' ' Pooh!  That's  all  past  and  done  with  I 
hope.  We're  as  free  now  as  ever  we  were,  and 
what's  to  prevent  us  tapping  the  mine  on  our 
way  back?  We've  got  everything  ready, 
except  replacing  the  broken  lever,  and  raising 
the  sluice-plug.  So  that  it  would  not  cause  a 
delay  of  more  than  twenty-four  hours,  at  the 
outside." 

"  Talk  about  the  gold-fever,  you've  got  the 
ruby  complaint  and  no  mistake ! "  rejoined 
Wat ;  "  why  I  do  believe  that  you'd  run  any 
risk  rather  than  return  without  a  good  bagful 
of  the  gems.  Seeing  those  few  in  the  stream 
has  turned  your  head !  " 

"  Bisks  !  "  repeated  Jack,  almost  contemptu- 
ously, "  I  can't  see  much  risk  in  going  a  few 
miles  out  of  our  way  to  set  our  apparatus  to 
work,  and  have,  at  all  events,  one  good  clean 
up,  as  you  call  it.  The  Dacoits  are  in  no 
condition  to  follow  us  very  quickly,  even  if  they 
think  it  worth  their  while  to  do  so  at  all." 

"  I  wish  I  could  agree  with  you,"  responded 
Wat.  "  But  I'm  no  judge  of  character,  if  that 
wretch  Wadda  is  not  burning  to  have  his 
revenge  on  us.  And  I  must  confess  it  sends 
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a  shudder  through  me  when  I  think  even 
of  the  possibility  of  falling  into  his  hands 
again.3' 

"We  never  will,  old  fellow — not  alive  at 
any  rate  !  "  replied  Eraser  impressively. 

Wat  made  no  reply.  He  was  not  reassured 
by  the  grim  significance  of  his  chum's  con- 
cluding remark. 

Jack  noticed  this  and  hastened  to  add,  "but 
there's  no  fear  of  any  such  contingency  as  that. 
We've  got  such  a  good  start,  that  even  if 
Wadda  were  not  lame,  and  his  men  incapaci- 
tated by  drink,  he  could  scarcely  hope  to  catch 
us  again." 

"  Unless  we're  such  fools  as  to  play  into  his 
hands  by  loitering  on  the  way,"  said  Wat. 
"  Surely,"  he  continued,  "  you  must  see  that 
this  is  a  case  in  which  discretion  is  the  better 
part  of  valour.  To  me  it  seems  little  short  of 
madness  to  persevere  with  our  project  until 
the  Dacoits  have  been  driven  out  of  the 
neighbourhood." 

"By  which  time  our  project  would  be  worth- 
less," answered  the  lieutenant. 

"How  so?" 

"  Because  the  Dacoits  are  aware  of  it.  And 
you  don't  suppose  they'll  be  so  obliging  as  to 
leave  us  the  mine  when  our  troops  drive  them 
from  the  district,  do  you  ?  " 
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"I  don't  see  how  they  can  help  it.  They 
can't  take  it  away  with  them,"  objected  Wat. 

"  No,  but  they  can  take  away  the  dam  and 
allow  the  ground  containing  the  gems  to  be 
washed  to  goodness  knows  where  in  the  out- 
burst of  the  water." 

uMy  word!  I  never  thought  of  that!" 
exclaimed  Wat  in  tones  of  dismay. 

"JSTo.  But  depend  upon  it  that's  just  what 
would  happen.  Wadda  would  not  stick  at 
anything  to  thwart  our  plans." 

Wat  sighed,  and  looked  very  grave. 

"I  wish  I'd  never  heard  of  the  mine,"  he 
said  at  last ;  "  it  has  lured  me  into  all  sorts  of 
dangers,  and  bids  fair  to  be  the  death  of  us 
yet." 

"  Cheer  up,  old  man,"  responded  Jack.  "  It's 
a  long  lane  that  has  no  turning,  and  perhaps 
our  luck  has  already  turned.  We're  having  a 
little  smooth  sailing  now  at  all  events,"  he 
added,  laughing. 

"  Yes.  But  it  would  be  more  satisfactory  if 
we  knew  where  we  were  sailing  to,"  said  Wat, 
gloomily ;  for  the  reaction  was  heavy  upon  him 
after  the  toils  and  excitements  of  the  past 
twenty -four  hours. 

"  Oh,  we  cannot  go  far  wrong,"  cried  Jack, 
striking  a  vesta  to  examine  his  compass  once 
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more.  "  For  all  the  main  rivers  flow  south  and 
south-west.  Umph  !  "  he  exclaimed  a  moment 
later,  "  we  are  still  travelling  rather  north- 
west, instead  of  south.  That's  odd  !  " 

"  Then  our  luck  isn't  likely  to  turn  unless 
the  river  does  !  "  observed  Jones,  "  for  we 
must  be  getting  deeper  into  the  enemy's 
country." 

"  It's  bound  to  take  a  turn  soon,"  responded 
the  lieutenant,  but  his  tone  was  not  so  confi- 
dent. 

The  words  were  scarcely  uttered,  however, 
when  a  warning  shout  came  from  Golam,  who 
was  paddling.  And  almost  simultaneously 
Jack  sprang  to  his  feet,  crying  out,  "  Starboard 
your  helm,  Wat !  Quick  ! — Hard  a  starboard  I 
say  !  " 

Wat  hastened  to  obey  the  order,  but  only 
having  a  paddle  in  lieu  of  a  rudder  to  steer 
with,  and  the  current  being  strong,  it  was 
difficult  to  make  an  immediate  alteration  of  the 
boat's  course.  Before  they  half  realised  what 
was  happening,  the  unwieldy  craft  struck  the 
right  bank  of  the  river  with  great  force,  pitch- 
ing Fraser  off  his  feet  into  deep  water. 

Luckily  he  fell  clear  of  the  rocks,  which,  by 
turning  the  course  of  the  river,  and  making  it 
take  a  sharp  bend  to  the  southward,  were  the 
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primary  cause  of  the  disaster.  Being  a  good 
swimmer  he  was  able  to  support  himself  until 
his  companions  came  to  his  aid. 

"Ugh  !  But  the  water's  cold  !  "  he  gasped, 
as  his  companions  pulled  him  into  the  boat. 

"  Never  mind,  old  fellow,'7  said  Wat,  rather 
waggishly,  "  you've  the  satisfaction  of  knowing 
you  were  right  about  the  turn.  It  is  seldom 
one's  convictions  are  so  promptly  and  completely 
verified." 

"  Rather  too  completely  to  be  comfortable," 
rejoined  Jack.  "And  now  you've  aired  your 
wit,  I  should  like  to  air  my  clothes,  so  pull 
ashore  and  let  us  light  a  fire." 

In  a  few  minutes  the  boat  was  made  fast  to 
the  bank  a  little  lower  down,  and  then  the 
travellers  landed  and  set  to  work  to  collect 
sticks  and  branches.  The  forest  was  much 
more  open  in  this  part,  and  there  was  no  lack 
of  fuel.  So  that,  notwithstanding  the  meagre 
light  of  the  new  moon,  it  did  not  take  very 
long  to  make  a  roaring  fire.  Eraser  soon 
divested  himself  of  his  saturated  garments,  and, 
enveloped  only  in  a  mackintosh,  hung  them  up 
on  sticks  to  dry,  whilst  Wat  and  Golam  seized 
the  opportunity  to  lie  down  and  have  a  good 
sleep. 

Jack  kept  up  such  a  big  fire  that  in  two 
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hours  his  clothes  were  perfectly  dry,  and  he 
was  not  sorry  to  resume  them.  The  sight  of 
his  sleeping  companions  soon  began  to  make 
him  feel  drowsy  too,  and  fearing  lest  he  should 
inadvertently  succumb  to  the  inclination,  he 
piled  more  fuel  on  the  fire,  and  taking  Wat's 
gun  began  strolling  up  and  down  the  river- 
bank.  He  took  care  not  to  go  very  far  from  the 
fire,  confining  his  walk  to  a  little  strip  of  open 
ground  between  the  rocks  and  a  small  clump 
of  evergreen  bushes  just  beyond  the  place 
where  the  boat  was  moored.  His  thoughts 
were  mainly  taken  up  with  considering  the 
best  way  of  getting  back  to  Tegu,  and  securing 
a  good  bag  of  rubies  at  the  Dacoits'  mine 
en  route. 

Hour  after  hour  he  paced  slowly  to  and  fro, 
occasionally  stopping  a  minute  or  two  to 
replenish  the  fire.  This  was  necessary  pre- 
caution against  wild  beasts.  He  did  not  want 
one  of  his  sleeping  companions  to  be  snatched 
up  and  carried  off  by  a  tiger  while  his  back 
was  turned.  It  never  occurred  to  him  that  he 
was  running  any  particular  risk  himself  in 
strolling  up  and  down  the  strip  of  open  ground 
so  far  from  the  fire.  His  chief  anxiety  was 
lest  a  party  of  Dacoits  should  chance  to  come 
down  the  river  and,  seeing  the  watch-fire,  land 
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and  endeavour  to  surprise  the  Feringhees  in 
their  sleep. 

"But  Lieutenant  Fraser  of  Her  Majesty's 
7th  Goorkhas  is  not  to  be  caught  napping,"  he 
said  to  himself,  as  for  the  one  hundredth  time 
and  more  he  reached  the  end  of  his  beat  by  the 
evergreen  clump,  and,  half  turning,  stopped  to 
gaze  a  moment  up  the  bend  of  the  river. 

There  was  nothing  to  be  seen,  however,  but 
what  he  had  perceived  each  time  he  stopped  and 
looked.  The  silvery  streak  of  moonlight,  the 
twin- canoe  rising  and  falling  on  the  fluctuating 
surface  of  the  current,  the  dark  shadows  made 
by  the  overhanging  rocks  and  trees. 

There  was  nothing  to  be  heard  but  the 
peculiar  noise  of  the  waters,  as,  opposed  and 
rebuffed  by  the  rocky  barrier  above,  they 
swept  sullenly  past  on  their  altered  course. 

Yet  stay ;  what  was  that  ?  Was  it  fancy, 
or  did  some  other  sound  mingle  with  the  swish 
of  the  eddying  river  ? 

Fraser  listened  intently.  Ah,  there  it  was 
again !  A  rustling  sort  of  noise,  as  though 
some  animal,  biped  or  quadruped,  were  stealthily 
pushing  its  way  through  the  adjacent  ever- 
greens. Suppressing  a  natural  impulse  to  turn 
and  run  to  the  camp  fire,  the  young  lieutenant 
threw  up  his  gun  and  awaited  developments. 
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His  hunter's  instinct,  if  not  his  military  train- 
ing, warned  him  of  the  danger  of  retreating  in 
the  face  of  an  active  and  vigilant  enemy.  And, 
for  all  he  knew,  the  midnight  prowler  might 
be  either  a  tiger  or  a  Dacoit. 

He  was  not  kept  long  in  suspense.  As  the 
moonlight  glinted  on  the  levelled  gun -barrels 
there  was  a  preliminary  growl  from  the  bushes, 
and  then  a  magnificent  leopard  emerged  into 
full  view. 

Man  and  brute  surveyed  one  another  in 
silence  for  a  period  which,  to  the  astonished 
officer,  seemed  more  like  minutes  than  a  few 
brief  moments.  He  could  hear  his  heart  beat- 
ing wildly  as  he  strove  to  compose  himself 
and  take  a  proper  aim  at  the  fierce-looking 
animal,  which,  with  wide  open  jaws  and  arched 
back,  was  already  crouching  to  spring  upon 
him. 

What  wonder  that  in  his  nervous  haste  he 
pulled  the  trigger  somewhat  prematurely? 
The  bullet  merely  scored  the  leopard's  side,  and 
with  a  horrible  snarl,  the  lithe  cat-like  creature 
bounded  into  the  air.  But  it  did  not  descend 
on  Jack.  Acutely  conscious  of  his  danger,  he 
had  presence  of  mind  to  spring  nimbly  aside. 
Then,  as  the  leopard  flew  past  him,  he  turned 
and  fired  his  second  barrel  into  its  side. 
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The  shot  took  effect,  and  the  dangerous 
brute  rolled  over  and  over  upon  the  ground, 
snarling  and  snapping  furiously.  Profiting  by 
his  former  experience  with  the  tiger,  Jack 
refrained  from  acting  upon  the  impulse  to  rush 
forward  and  endeavour  to  administer  the  coup 
de  grace  with  the  butt  end  of  his  gun.  Instead, 
he  backed  away,  and  proceeded  to  reload  his 
weapon  as  quickly  as  possible. 

But,  as  ill-luck  would  have  it,  in  this  critical 
moment,  one  of  the  cartridges  became  jammed, 
and  he  was  unable  either  to  withdraw  it  or 
to  close  the  breach.  In  this  dilemma  the 
leopard  suddenly  recovered  its  feet — the  bullet 
had  not  struck  any  vital  part  —  and  Jack 
saw  that  nothing  less  than  a  miracle  could 
save  him.  Unless — ah !  What  was  Golam 
calling  ? 

"  The  boat,  Sahib.    The  boat !  " 

It  was  lucky  for  Eraser  that  his  first  shot 
had  aroused  the  vigilant  Goorkha,  for  the 
fatiguing  and  harassing  experiences  of  the  past 
few  days  had  told  severely  on  the  young 
officer's  nerves,  and  in  his  agitation  he  had 
forgotten  that  he  was  close  to  the  canoe.  If 
he  had  thought  of  it  at  first  he  might  have 
escaped  by  it  while  the  leopard  was  temporarily 
incapacitated.  But  now  it  was  too  late.  The 
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infuriated  beast  was  already  crouching  for 
another  spring,  and  poor  Jack  gave  himself  up 
for  lost. 

But  at  that  moment,  crack !  came  the  sharp 
report  of  Golam's  rifle,  and  the  leopard's 
meditated  spring  was  turned  into  a  painful 
limp.  Nevertheless,  snarling,  growling,  and 
dragging  after  him  a  broken  limb,  the  fierce 
brute  persevered  in  his  efforts  to  close  with  his 
human  foe. 

"The  boat,  Sahib,"  cried  Golam  once  more. 

"Yes.  Jump  into  the  boat,  Jack,"  shouted 
Wat. 

Their  exhortations  were  unnecessary ;  Eraser 
had  already  turned  and  was  making  for  the 
canoe,  which  was  moored  scarcely  a  dozen  yards 
away.  He  drew  his  dah  as  he  ran,  and  jumping 
on  the  bows  of  the  little  craft,  severed  with 
one  blow  the  grass-rope  which  held  it  to  the 
bank. 

It  was  fortunate  that  the  current  instantly 
began  to  carry  the  liberated  boat  down  stream, 
for  the  leopard  reached  the  water's  edge  almost 
before  Jack  could  seize  a  paddle  and  push  off 
into  the  river.  Luckily  for  him  it  was  one  of 
the  hind  legs  of  the  enraged  animal  which  was 
broken,  and  although  it  could  get  down  the 
bank  fast  enough,  it  was  incapable  of  springing 
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any  distance.  It  made  the  attempt,  but  fell 
short  and  dropped  into  the  water,  with  only 
the  sharp  claws  of  one  fore-foot  gripping  the 
gunwale. 

Ere  it  could  gain  a  better  hold  and  drag 
itself  into,  or  upset,  the  boat,  Jack's  dah  once 
more  descended  and  cut  off  the  intruding 
paw. 


CHAPTER  XXVI. 
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WAT  and  Golam  held  their  breath  in  anxious 
suspense  for  a  moment  as  they  saw  first  the 
lieutenant  and  then  the  leopard  disappear  down 
the  bank  of  the  river. 

"  Come  on,  Go  !  "  cried  Wat,  rushing  off  to 
the  rescue,  regardless  of  danger  to  himself, 
now  that  perhaps  his  chum's  life  was  at  stake. 

The  Goorkha,  equally  prompt,  followed  close 
on  the  Sahib's  heels.  On  reaching  the  spot 
and  'observing  that  Jack  was  safe  in  the  boat 
and  the  leopard  struggling  helplessly  in  the 
water,  Wat  uttered  a  heartfelt  cheer,  while 
Golam,  dropping  upon  one  knee  so  as  to  take 
a  steadier  aim,  quickly  ended  the  wounded 
animal's  struggles  by  a  bullet  from  his  Win- 
chester. 

As  the  carcass  of  the  beautiful  but  dangerous 
beast  slowly  sank  to  the  bottom  of  the  river, 
Jack  stopped  his  boat  to  watch  it  for  a  minute, 
and  then  paddled  back  to  the  bank. 

"  I'm  not  sorry  to  see  the  last  of  that  brute," 
he  said,  "  though  I  should  have  liked  to  have 


262  The  Enchanted  Isles. 

had  his  skin.  But  we've  no  time  to  lose  if 
we  mean  to  save  our  own,"  he  added  hastily. 
"  Day  is  already  dawning,  so  jump  in  both  of 
you." 

"  When  shall  we  get  some  breakfast?  "  asked 
Wat  lugubriously,  after  taking  his  seat  in  the 
stern. 

"Nobody  wants  it  more  than  I  do,"  replied 
Fraser  reprovingly;  "but  we  must  not  lose 
a  minute  of  daylight  even  to  appease  our 
hunger." 

Wat  felt  ashamed  of  himself  when  he  re- 
membered that  he  had  had  a  good  sleep  to 
refresh  him,  whilst  Jack  had  been  keeping 
watch  all  night. 

"  You'd  better  lie  down  at  the  bottom  of  the 
canoe  and  have  a  nap,  old  chap,"  he  said;  "Go 
and  I  can  manage  well  enough." 

Jack  did  not  require  a  second  invitation,  and 
in  less  than  two  minutes  he  was  fast  asleep. 
When  he  awoke  the  sun  was  high  above  the 
horizon,  and  the  boat  still  speeding  rapidly 
down  the  river,  Golam  paddling  it  and  Wat 
steering  as  at  first. 

"  Good  gracious  !  "  he  exclaimed  ;  "  how 
long  have  I  been  asleep  ?  " 

"  Seven  or  eight  hours  perhaps,"  answered 
Wat,  smiling.  "  Do  you  feel  rested  ?  " 

"  Eather,"    replied    Jack    with    emphasis. 
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"But  do  you  mean  to  say  all  has  gone  smoothly 
since  I  lay  down  ?  " 

"Yes;  except  for  being  aground  once  or 
twice  on  gravel  banks,"  answered  Wat.  "But 
we  managed  to  get  off  again  without  much 
difficulty,  and  you  slept  through  it  all  most 
serenely." 

"  Which  shows  I  must  have  been  fairly  done 
for,  I  suppose.  But  let's  see  if  we're  still 
going  in  the  right  direction."  And  seating 
himself  in  the  middle  of  the  boat,  Jack  once 
more  proceeded  to  consult  his  compass. 

"We  haven't  had  any  more  sharp  curves,  at 
all  events,"  said  Wat. 

"No;  the  river  is  keeping  much  the  same 
course,"  said  Jack;  "rather  more  south  if 
anything." 

That's  right,"  responded  Wat;  "we  are 
making  good  progress,  too." 

"Capital!"  cried  Jack.  "We  ought  to 
reach  the  mine  several  days  ahead  of  the 
Dacoits,  even  if  they  started  in  pursuit  the 
morning  that  we  got  away." 

"Unless  they,  too,  have  taken  to  the  river," 
observed  Wat,  dubiously. 

"That's  just  possible,  of  course,"  admitted 
Jack ;  but  I  think  it's  very  unlikely  that  they 
could  find  canoes  enough  for  half  their  number." 

"Gad!    No,  I  never  thought  of  that,"  re- 


264  The  Enchanted  hies. 

sponded  Wat,  joyfully.  "  But,  hillo  !  Where 
are  we  now  ?  "  he  exclaimed,  a  minute  later, 
as  the  boat  gradually  slackened  speed. 

They  were  turning  a  gentle  bend  in  the 
river.  The  current  died  away,  and  a  broad 
expanse  of  water  opened  out  in  front  of  them. 
The  river  became  merged  in  a  beautiful  lake, 
its  banks  clothed  with  verdure.  Numerous 
islands  dotted  its  surface. 

"  Oh,  how  delightful !  » 

"  How  glorious  !  " 

Such  were  the  expressions  that  broke  from 
the  lips  of  the  young  Englishmen  as  their  little 
craft  glided  gently  into  this  fairy  scene.  Best 
of  all,  too,  the  lake  seemed  to  be  alive  with 
water-fowl  of  almost  every  kind,  and  some  of 
the  islands  proved  to  be  veritable  gardens  of 
Eden.  The  first  one  they  approached  was  all 
ablaze  with  flowering  shrubs  and  trees,  and  the 
second  was  covered  with  plantains  and  papaw- 
figs. 

The  profusion  of  fruit,  especially  of  the 
latter,  was  a  welcome  sight  to  the  half- 
famished  voyageurs. 

"  My  goodness,  what  a  feast  we  shall  have  !  " 
cried  Wat,  nearly  losing  his  balance  and 
falling  overboard  in  his  efforts  to  clutch  a 
branch  which  overhung  the  water,  and  which 
was  laden  with  ripe  figs. 
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"  Steady  there.  What  are  you  doing,*'  cried 
Jack.  "  Can't  you  wait  till  we  get  ashore  ? 
Ah,  there's  a  suitable  spot,"  he  added.  "  Eun 
the  boat  in  under  that  big  tamarind." 

In  a  few  minutes  the  hungry  men  were  re- 
galing themselves  with  luscious  papaw-figs  and 
nourishing  plantains.  Nothing,  they  thought, 
had  ever  tasted  so  delicious  as  these  fruits, 
gathered  and  eaten  warm  from  the  trees. 

"  There,"  said  Jack,  as  soon  as  he  had 
appeased  his  ravenous  hunger,  "  we'd  better 
hold  on  a  little,  and  not  over-gorge  ourselves 
with  fruit,  or  we  may  suffer  for  it  afterwards. 
Kindle  a  fire  in  this  open  spot,  Go,"  he  con- 
tinued ;  "  and  Wat,  bring  your  gun  and  a 
few  cartridges ;  we'll  soon  bag  some  of  these 
wild  fowl." 

Fraser's  directions  were  acted  upon  without 
demur,  and  in  a  marvellously  short  time  a 
brace  of  fat  young  ducks  hung  spluttering 
over  a  bright  wood  fire.  While  these  were 
cooking  the  two  chums  set  to  work  to  gather 
a  large  quantity  of  the  figs  and  plantains,  and 
stow  them  away  under  the  platform  of  the 
double-canoe  for  future  use. 

"  I  begin  to  feel  comparatively  easy  about 
things  now,"  remarked  Fraser,  when  they  were 
at  last  able  to  sit  down  and  enjoy  their  well- 
earned  dinner. 
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"  So  shall  I  after  a  good  square  meal,  I  dare 
say,"  laughed  Wat,  whom  plenty  of  food  and 
employment  had  wonderfully  inspirited. 

''Ah,  but  it's  not  only  that,"  said  the  lieu- 
tenant, seriously,  "but  because  I  believe  I 
know  now  what  river  we  are  on." 

"  Indeed.  How  so  ?  "  responded  Wat,  all 
attention  in  an  instant. 

"Well,  it  is  not  many  months  since  I  heard 
an  old  Shikkari  describing  this  very  lake,  or 
one  similar,  to  the  Major,  and  advising  him  to 
visit  it  some  time  for  the  sake  of  the  excellent 
wild-fowl  shooting  which  it  afforded.  He  said  it 
was  about  a  week's  march  to  the  northward, 
but  that  most  of  the  return  journey  could  be 
done  by  canoe  in  a  couple  of  days  or  so.  The 
Major  asked  the  old  fellow  which  was  the  most 
direct  way  to  get  there,  and  the  Shikkari  replied 
north-east  from  the  Tegu,  past  the  small  lakes 
(where  the  mine  is,  you  know),  and  then 
straight  across  the  plain  until  a  large  tributary 
of  the  Irrawaddy  was  struck,  after  which  it 
would  be  only  necessary  to  march  up  its  right 
bank  for  about  100  miles  until  the  lake  was 
reached." 

"And  you  really  think  this  was  the  lake  he 
spoke  about  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  feel  certain  of  it,"  replied  Jack, 
thoughtfully,  "for  I  distinctly  remember  the 
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old  hunter's  luring  description  of  the  beautiful 
expanse  of  water  and  the  lovely  islands  which 
dotted  its  surface,  each  one  surpassing  the 
other  in  the  abundance  of  its  fruit  or  the  pro- 
fusion of  its  flowers." 

"'No  doubt,  then,  it  must  be  the  same,"  was 
"Wat's  joyful  comment. 

"If  I'm  correct  in  my  belief,"  continued 
Jack,  musingly,  u  there'll  be  no  necessity  to 
pass  the  night  idly  on  shore.  We  can  continue 
our  journey  by  moonlight,  for  the  Shikkari 
said  that  from  the  lake  downwards  the  river 
was  perfectly  navigable  for  boats  or  canoes." 

u  In  that  case  there'll  be  no  need,  either,  to 
run  away  from  this  charming  islet,"  said  Wrat, 
leaning  back  idly  against  the  stem  of  a 
papaw. 

The  balmy  air  and  gentle  warmth  were  in- 
deed very  conducive  to  repose,  especially  after 
a  hearty  meal,  following  on  prolonged  fatigue 
and  privation.  It  was  not  surprising,  there- 
fore, that  the  ease-loving  Wat  succumbed  to 
the  dolce  far  niente  influences  of  his  surround- 
ings for  a  time.  And,  indeed,  even  Fraser  was 
not  altogether  unaffected  by  the  fascinating 
influences  of  the  place. 

"  Avaunt  dull  sloth  !  "  he  cried,  mastering  a 
natural  craving  for  rest,  and  getting  to  his  feet 
with  as  much  alacrity  as  he  could  muster. 
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"All  aboard!"  he  shouted.  "In  with  the 
painter.  Shove  her  off.  We've  lingered  here 
too  long  already." 

In  less  than  three  minutes  they  were  all 
afloat  once  more,  and  making  for  the  outlet  of 
the  lake,  or  rather  the  continuation  of  the 
river.  There  was  little  daylight  left  when  at 
last,  after  passing  a  score  or  so  of  islands,  they 
reached  the  effluent  waters,  the  lake  gradually 
narrowing  down  again  to  the  dimensions  of  a 
broad  river. 

Wat  and  Golam  at  the  paddles,  and  Jack 
steering,  they  kept  steadily  on  their  course  all 
that  night  and  the  following  day,  subsisting  on 
their  store  of  fruit.  At  sunset  they  landed, 
made  a  fire,  and  cooked  some  more  wild-fowl 
which  they  had  shot.  They  were  now  in  the 
depths  of  an  immense  teak  forest,  and  they 
thought  it  best  to  wait  until  the  moon  was  well 
above  the  trees  before  resuming  their  voyage. 
It  was  in  such  localities  as  this  that  alligators, 
or  even  crocodiles,  were  sometimes  encoun- 
tered; and  after  their  experience  on  the  Tegu 
they  had  no  desire  to  run  foul  of  one  of  these 
ugly  saurians. 

By  daylight  they  had  got  safely  through 
the  forest  country. 

"  Here  we  are  at  last !  "  exclaimed  Fraser,  as 
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they  were  emerging  into  a  fine  open  stretch 
of  grass  land,  interspersed  with  clumps  of  trees 
and  bushes. 

"Is  this  where  we  leave  the  river?"  in- 
quired Wat. 

"No  doubt  of  it,"  answered  Jack,  springing 
ashore  ;  "  for  it  was  the  teak  forest  which  the 
old  Shikkari  told  the  Major  he  would  have  to 
make  for,  after  passing  the  ridge  of  rocks 
between  the  two  lakes." 

Leaving  Golam  to  fasten  the  boat  under 
some  overhanging  laurels  where  it  would  be 
hidden  from  sight,  the  two  comrades  hastily 
scrambled  up  the  river's  bank,  and  on  to  a 
neighbouring  hillock,  whence  a  good  view 
could  be  obtained  of  the  surrounding  country. 

"Hurrah  !  There's  the  ridge,  sure  enough," 
cried  Wat,  who,  as  usual,  was  quickest  at  a 
climb. 

"Where?    Ah,  yes,  I  see  it!" 

"And  a  lake  about  mid-way,"  concluded 
Wat,  excitedly. 

"Quite  right;  that's  what  we  used  to  call 
the  upper  lake,"  responded  Jack.  "  Why,  it's 
all  plain  sailing — or  rather  marching — now," 
he  added,  joyfully ;  "  I  know  exactly  where  I 
am,  and  if  all  goes  well  we'll  sleep  in  our  old 
camp  on  the  knoll  to-night." 


270  The  Enchanted  Isles. 

From  the  expression  of  Wat's  face  it  was 
evident  that  the  prospect  did  not  afford  him 
unmixed  pleasure,  but  he  said  nothing. 

As  soon  as  the  Goorkha  was  ready  they  all 
set  off  in  as  direct  a  line  as  possible  for  the 
rocky  ridge,  which  formed  an  excellent  land- 
mark to  guide  them. 

"  We'll  breakfast  at  the  lake,  lunch  at  the 
ridge,  and  sup  at  the  fortalice,"  said  Jack, 
stepping  out  at  a  brisk  pace  in  the  invigorating 
morning  air. 

This  programme  was  fully  carried  out,  with 
the  addition  of  a  little  sport  on  the  way. 

Just  before  reaching  the  foot  of  the  ridge,  a 
small  herd  of  deer  suddenly  crossed  their  path 
within  easy  gun-shot,  and  Wat  and  Golam 
succeeded  in  bringing  to  ground  a  fine  stag. 

"  Bravo!"  cried  Jack,  "  We  shall  not 
have  to  starve  while  prosecuting  our  mining." 

A  fire  was  kindled  on  the  spot,  and  after 
making  a  hearty  lunch  of  venison  steaks,  the 
remainder  of  the  meat  was  prepared  for  convey- 
ance to  their  old  camp.  As  they  could  not 
carry  it  all  with  them,  a  couple  of  haunches 
were  cached  in  a  crevice  of  the  rocks,  to  be 
sent  for  subsequently. 

It  was  still  early  in  the  afternoon  when  the 
adventurers  descended  the  ridge  and  skirted 
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the  margin  of  the  dam.  The  water  was  appa- 
rently at  about  the  same  level  as  when  they 
had  last  seen  it.  Trudging  along  as  quickly  as 
they  could,  with  their  loads  of  venison,  they  at 
length  reached  the  foot  of  the  knoll. 

"  There,"  said  Eraser,  throwing  down  his 
burden,  "we'll  leave  the  meat  here  until  we've 
raised  the  sluice-plug.  The  water  will  take  a 
long  time  to  run  off,  so  there's  not  a  minute 
to  lose  if  we  mean  to  have  a  good  clean  up  in 
the  morning." 

"  Don't  forget  we  shall  have  to  replace  the 
broken  lever,"  said  "Wat. 

"I've  thought  of  that,"  replied  Jack,  and, 
turning  to  the  Goorkha,  he  said:  "Make 
haste,  Go,  and  fetch  that  long  pole  we  left 
under  the  breastwork  at  the  top  of  the 
hillock." 

"  Ah,  to  be  sure !  "  ejaculated  Wat.  "  The 
one  I  took  up  to  try  and  raise  that  big  flag 
with?" 

Jack  nodded  assent,  and  taking  his  chum  by 
the  arm,  led  him  off  towards  the  dam.  They 
found  things  just  as  they  had  left  them  on  that 
eventful  morning  when  the  Dacoits  lay  in  wait 
for  them,  and  at  once  set  about  removing  the 
broken  lever.  By  the  time  they  had  done  this 
Golam  arrived  with  the  substitute,  and  in  less 
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than  an  hour  they  had  the  lever  properly  fixed, 
the  plug  raised,  and  the  water  discharging 
itself  at  a  great  rate. 

All  that  remained  for  them  to  do  now  was 
to  pass  the  time  in  the  best  way  they  could 
until  the  lake  was  emptied.  So,  after  contem- 
plating their  handiwork  with  no  little  satisfac- 
tion for  a  while,  they  retired  to  their  old 
camping-ground  on  the  top  of  the  knoll.  For 
some  time  after  eating  their  supper  of  venison 
cutlets,  they  sat  and  talked  of  all  that  had 
happened  since  they  left  their  little  fortalice 
about  a  fortnight  before,  and  discussed  their 
prospects  for  the  future. 

Gradually  the  inevitable  reaction  began  to 
disturb  poor  Wat's  serenity,  and  it  was  not 
until  his  chum  had  assured  him  for  the  twen- 
tieth time  or  so  that  it  was  almost  impossible 
that  the  Dacoits  could  reappear  on  the  scene 
for  at  least  forty-eight  hours,  that  he  was  able 
to  compose  his  nerves  sufficiently  to  go  to  sleep. 
Even  then  he  dreamt  that  he  was  surrounded 
by  Dacoits  and  fighting  for  his  life. 


CHAPTER    XXVII. 

RUBIES   AND   BULLETS. 

DAY  was  just  breaking  as  the  young  English- 
men left  their  camp  and  hurried  down  to  the 
lake.  They  were  all  aglow  with  anticipation 
and  excitement  as  to  what  they  would  find 
when  they  got  there.  On  reaching  the  com- 
paratively level  ground  at  the  foot  of  the 
hillock,  they  fairly  raced  one  another  to  the 
outlet  of  the  sluice. 

A  glance  showed  them  that  the  lake  was 
drained  to  the  very  bottom,  and  they  plunged 
into  the  gorge  at  a  pace  which,  under  other 
circumstances,  they  would  have  considered 
highly  dangerous.  Wat,  having  been  born  and 
reared  in  one  of  the  most  rugged  districts  of 
Wales,  sprang  like  a  goat  from  rock  to  rock 
until  he  reached  the  outlet  of  the  pipes,  while 
Jack  found  it  necessary  to  make  a  more  zigzag 
descent,  and  before  he  could  reach  the  desired 
spot  it  was  evident  that  Wat  had  made  a 
discovery. 

"DI-AWLK!"  he  shouted  at  the  top  of  his 
voice — betrayed  by  the  intensity  of  his  excite- 
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ment  into  one  of  the  most  vulgar  but  expressive 
exclamations  of  his  native  land. 

"  What  is  it,  old  man?"  cried  Jack,  strug- 
gling desperately  over  an  intervening  boulder, 
for  he  knew  that  only  something  very  unusual 
could  have  forced  such  an  expression  from  his 
chum. 

The  latter  had  apparently  taken  a  double- 
handful  of  sludge  from  one  of  the  ripples  of  the 
sluice-trough,  and  was  holding  it  under  the 
stream  of  water  which  poured  from  the  end. 
He  was  so  intent  upon  washing  the  pay-dirt,  as 
miners  call  it,  that  he  seemed  to  have  become 
oblivious  to  Jack  and  everything  else.  He 
made  no  reply  to  his  question,  but  continued 
to  gaze  into  his  half-opened  palms,  as  though 
fascinated  by  what  he  saw  there. 

Having  surmounted  the  slippery  boulder, 
Jack  stepped  close  up  and  looked  over  his  com- 
rade's shoulder.  Then  he  saw  what  it  was  that 
held  him,  as  it  were  entranced.  His  hands 
were  half -filled  with  magnificent  rubies  ! 

An  exclamation  of  joyful  surprise  burst  from 
the  young  officer's  lips  at  the  unexpected  sight 
— so  far  surpassing  his  wildest  dreams.  For  if 
one  small  washing  produced  such  marvellous 
results,  what  might  they  not  expect  by  the 
time  the  whole  contents  of  the  sluice-box  were 
examined ! 


Fortune  at  last ! — See  p.  274. 
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His  exultant  cry  aroused  Wat  from  the  spell 
that  seemed  to  bind  him,  and  in  a  trice  the  two 
friends  were  jubilantly  shaking  hands,  and 
congratulating  one  another  on  their  amazing 
"  luck." 

"  My  word,  this  is  something  like  a  ruby- 
mine,  and  no  mistake!'7  cried  Wat.  "Why, 
these  stones  are  simply  priceless  !  " 

"My  dear  fellow,  we're  millionaires  -at  this 
moment ! "  asserted  Jack ;  "  millionaires  !  Think 
of  it!" 

"  I  can  scarcely  realise  our  good  fortune," 
said  Wat.  "  It  seems  too  good  to  be  true." 

"  I  suppose  you're  .afraid  you'll  wake  up, 
as  you  did  once  before,  and  find  it  all  a 
dream." 

"  At  first  some  such  fear  possessed  me,"  re- 
plied Wat,  "  but  your  exclamation  dispelled  it. 
And  now,"  he  continued,  apprehensively,  "  I 
only  fear  the  Dacoits." 

"  Pooh  !  we'll  fill  our  bags  and  pockets  and 
clear  out  before  they  can  interfere,"  said  Jack, 
unconsciously  feeling  for  his  revolver,  never- 
theless. 

"  I  devoutly  hope  we  shall,"  responded  Wat, 
emphatically,  "  for  after  our  late  experiences  of 
them  we  know  too  well  what  to  expect  if  they 
catch  us." 

"  That  we  do,  worse  luck !     So  put  those 
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rubies  in  your  pocket,  and  let's  get  to  work  at 
once." 

"  Certainly,"  said  "Wat,  suiting  the  action  to 
the  word,  "  and  you  shall  have  the  next  draw. 
"We'll  take  it  turn  and  turn  about." 

"  All  right,  old  chap ;  here  goes ! "  and 
Eraser  plunged  his  hands  into  the  trough  and 
scooped  out  a  fresh  lot  of  "  dirt." 

"  "While  you  are  washing  that  I'll  just 
scramble  up  to  the  dam  and  turn  off  the  water," 
said  Wat,  "  for  the  ripples  are  all  full,  and  we 
shall  be  wasting  our  gems.  Then  I'll  run  up 
to  the  camp  for  a  couple  of  pans  of  some  sort  to 
wash  the  gravel  in." 

It  was  a  comparatively  easy  matter  to  drop 
the  plug  back  into  the  outlet  pipe,  and  having 
done  that,  and  got  an  iron  scoop  or  ladle  from 
the  camp,  "Wat  was  soon  back  beside  his  chum. 
He  found  him  gazing  admiringly  at  a  handful 
of  beautiful  rubies,  which  he  had  extracted 
from  the  gravel. 

"  See  here,  Wat,  aren't  these  beauties  ?  "  he 
said,  fondly  handling  half  a  dozen  of  the  finest 
stones.  u  They  seem  every  one  of  them  as  good 
as  that  in  your  scarf-pin." 

"If  so,  you  have  the  equivalent  of  over  six 
hundred  pound  sterling  in  your  hand," 
asseverated  Wat,  "  for  this  ruby  has  been 
valued  at  one  hundred  guineas  !  " 
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"My  gracious ! "  exclaimed  Jack;  "  I  wonder, 
then,  that  you  wear  the  pin  constantly  !  " 

"It  was  my  father's  wish,"  answered  "Wat, 
quietly,  but  as  though  he  preferred  not  to  dis- 
cuss the  matter  any  further.  And,  rolling  up 
his  sleeves,  he  half  filled  his  ladle  with  sand 
and  gravel  from  the  sluice-box,  and  proceeded 
to  wash  and  examine  it  as  before. 

Jack  followed  his  comrade's  example ,  and 
very  soon  they  each  had  a  pile  of  rubies  and 
sapphires  on  the  slab  of  rock  beside  them.  They 
were  so  engrossed  in  this  fascinating  work  that 
neither  of  them  heeded  the  lapse  of  time — and 
it  was  not  until  there  was  no  more  room  upon 
the  slab  to  hold  the  gems  that  they  remembered 
it  was  high  time  the  Goorkha  appeared  with  a 
couple  of  bags  to  carry  them,  as  arranged. 

"  Why,  it  must  be  nearly  noon  !  "  exclaimed 
Jack,  "  for  the  sun  is  shining  almost  straight 
down  upon  us.  What  on  earth  can  have 
become  of  Golam  ?  He  only  had  to  fetch  the 
venison  we  left  behind  at  the  ridge." 

"  He  ought  to  have  been  back  with  it  an 
hour  ago,"  replied  Wat.  "  Surely  he  has  not 
lost  his  way?  " 

"We'll  tie  these  rubies  up  in  our  pocket- 
handkerchiefs,"  said  Jack,  "and  then  go  and 
look  for  him." 

This    was    done.    But    the    handkerchiefs 
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proving  too  small  to  hold  all  the  stones,  pockets 
were  requisitioned  as  well.  At  length  all  were 
safely  stowed  away,  and  the  amateur  miners 
were  about  to  ascend  the  gorge  when  they  were 
startled  by  a  volley  of  musketry  and  the 
whistling  of  bullets  all  around  them. 

"  Down,  man !  Down  behind  this  boulder  !  " 
cried  Jack,  throwing  himself  under  the  one  he 
had  found  so  difficult  to  surmount,  but  which 
now  proved  a  welcome  shelter  from  the  hail 
of  lead  and  fragments  of  rock  which  flew 
around. 

Wat  did  not  wait  for  a  second  admonition, 
but  flung  himself  down  beside  his  comrade. 
For  fully  a  minute  he  was  completely  dum- 
founded  by  the  suddenness  of  the  attack,  and 
then  he  exclaimed,  "  Ob,  dear  !  my  dream  is 
coming  true.  What  fools  we  were  to  stop  here 
instead  of  hurrying  on  to  the  station  ! " 

"  Cheer  up,  old  man  !  We're  not  done  for 
yet,"  said  Jack. 

"  No,  it  might  be  better  if  we  were,"  answered 
Wat,  disconsolately  ;  u  it's  the  being  killed  by 
inches  where  we  are,  or  taken  and  tortured, 
that  I  dread."  And  he  shuddered  at  the 
anticipation  of  such  a  fate. 

"  Bah  !  what's  the  good  of  meeting  troubles 
half-way  ! "  said  Jack  reprovingly.  "  We're 
in  a  tight  place,  sure  enough,  but  there's  no 
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knowing  what  may  turn  up.  I  wouldn't  care 
a  jot,"  he  added,  "  if  only  we  were  in  our  little 
fort." 

"  We  shall  starve  to  death  here,  even  if  we 
escape  being  shot,"  groaned  Wat,  as  a  splinter 
from  the  sluice-trough  grazed  his  head. 

"  Well,  I'm  afraid  we  shall  have  to  fast  till 
nightfall  at  all  events,"  said  Jack,  "but 
I  don't  despair  of  making  our  way  to  camp 
then." 

"Why  don't  they  charge  down  upon  us  and 
put  us  out  of  our  misery,  I  wonder  !  " 

"  Because  they  have  too  much  regard  for 
their  worthless  lives,"  answered  Jack.  "They've 
a  wholesome  dread  of  Englishmen  at  close 
quarters,  as  we  know." 

"  Then,  why  shouldn't  we  charge  them  ?  " 

"  Wait,  till  it's  dark,  my  friend,  and  then  we 
shall  have  a  chance.  It  would  be  merely 
throwing  away  our  lives  to  attempt  it  now. 
They  would  shoot  us  down  from  behind  their 
cover  before  we  could  get  half-way  to  the  top 
of  the  ravine." 

"  I  see,"  said  Wat  almost  comically  ;  "  we've 
got  to  exercise  a  masterly  inactivity  while 
those  wretches  do  their  best  to  pot  us  by  a 
lucky  ricochet.  I  shall  die  a  thousand  deaths 
before  nightfall.  Every  shot  sends  a  shiver 
through  me  from  top  to  toe." 
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"Nonsense,"  replied  Jack  "you  ought  to  be 
used  to  it  by  this  time.  Try  one  of  these 
cigarettes." 

"  Thanks,  old  fellow ;  I  was  just  wishing  for 
a  smoke,"  said  Wat,  as  he  took  the  proffered 
Egyptian.  "I'm  sorry  to  be  such  a  nuisance," 
he  added,  striking  a  light  against  the  boulder, 
"  but  I  can't  help  it.  My  nerves  get  worse 
instead  of  better,  and  if  it  comes  to  more  fight- 
ing, I  fear  I  shall  collapse  altogether." 

"We  shall  see!"  answered  Jack,  who  had 
his  own  opinion  upon  that  point. 

After  a  time  the  fusillade  slackened,  and  at 
last  almost  ceased,  but  whether  from  scarcity 
of  ammunition,  or  because  the  Dacoits  were 
tired  of  firing  it  away  to  so  little  purpose,  they 
had  no  means  of  knowing. 

Hour  after  hour  passed,  and  the  young  men 
grew  increasingly  anxious  about  the  Goorkha's 
non-appearance.  They  knew  that  one  of  two 
things  must  have  happened — either  he  had 
been  killed  or  taken  prisoner ;  otherwise  they 
felt  sure  he  would  have  given  some  sign,  even 
if  he  had  not  attempted  to  creep  round 
the  enemy's  position  and  gain  their  place  of 
refuge. 

At  last,  after  what  seemed  to  the  cramped 
and  hungry  men  more  like  a  week  than  half  a 
day,  the  sun  went  down  and  darkness  quickly 
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fell  over  the  deep  gorge ;  even  the  moonlight 
being  obscured  by  heavy  clouds. 

Then,  rising  from  their  hard  couch,  the  two 
chums  set  to  work  to  rub  the  stiffness  from 
their  joints  and  prepare  to  break  through  the 
.Dacoits,  who  surrounded  them,  or  sell  their  livos 
as  dearly  as  they  could. 


CHAPTEE   XXVIII. 

"  HEROES,    THREE." 

"  ARE  you  ready  ?  "  asked  Jack,  as,  with  his 
revolver  in  one  hand  and  a  long  hunting- 
knife  in  the  other,  he  stood  prepared  to  lead 
the  way  up  the  ravine  as  became  a  British 
officer. 

"  Yes,"  replied  his  comrade  promptly,  "I'd 
rather  face  the  arch-fiend  himself  than  skulk 
any  longer  behind  these  boulders.  If  we  are 
to  die  we  may  as  well  die  in  the  open." 

"Then,  follow  me,  old  fellow.  But  first 
give  me  your  hand  for  a  last  squeeze,  in  case 
one  or  both  of  us  should  fall,"  said  Jack 
huskily. 

They  grasped  each  other  by  the  hand  and 
looked  into  each  other's  eyes  for  a  brief  space, 
but  neither  spoke  again.  There  was  no  need 
for  words.  And  the  next  minute  they  were 
creeping  as  cats  up  the  steep  face  of  the  gorge, 
in  the  direction  they  supposed  from  the  previous 
firing  that  the  enemy  were  in  least  force.  Their 
object  was  to  reach  the  top,  if  possible,  before 
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they  were  discovered,  and  then  to  make  a 
sudden  rush  for  the  hillock. 

They  were  greatly  favoured  by  the  darkness, 
which  was  intense  in  the  deep  shade  of  the 
ravine  ;  and  at  length  they  gained  a  position 
whence  they  could  see  into  the  country  above. 
So  far  all  was  quiet.  They  appeared  to  have 
attracted  no  notice.  But  it  was  impossible  to 
distinguish  objects  beyond  a  few  yards'  dis- 
tance, and  for  all  they  knew  a  hundred 
Daeoits  might  be  ambushed  between  them- 
selves and  the  hillock. 

"  Now  comes  the  tug  of  war,"  whispered 
Jack.  "Pull  yourself  together  and  we'll  make 
a  dash  for  it.  If  we  get  separated  make  as 
straight  as  you  can  for  the  fort ! " 

"All  right,"  answered  "Wat,  beneath  his 
breath  ;  "  but  how  about  the  rubies  ?  "We 
should  run  much  better  without  their  weight 
to  carry." 

"  No  doubt  of  it/'  acquiesced  Jack.  Then, 
considering  for  a  moment,  he  said,  "Suppose 
we  leave  the  greater  part  of  them  hidden 
under  one  of  these  bushes.  We  can  easily 
recover  them  if  we  live  through  this  night, 
and  if  not — well,  we'll  hope  to  find  our  treasure 
elsewhere  !  " 

Without  another  word,  the  young  men 
silently  unfastened  from  their  belts  the  hand- 
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kerchiefs  filled  with  rubies,  and  pushed  them 
well  beneath  a  leafy  shrub  which  chanced  to 
grow  near.  Then  taking  a  long  breath,  and 
with  their  forefingers  on  the  triggers  of  their 
revolvers,  they  leapt  from  the  gorge  and  ran 
as  hard  as  they  could  towards  the  hillock 
which  loomed  up  darkly  in  the  distance. 

They  had  scarcely  gone  a  dozen  paces  from 
the  edge  of  the  ravine,  however,  before  the  sur- 
rounding jungle  was  ablaze  with  the  flash  of 
guns  and  resounded  with  yells  and  shouts,  inter- 
mingled with  the  noise  of  the  firing.  Luckily 
the  Dacoit  marksmanship  was  much  on  a  par 
with  their  obsolete  muskets,  and  the  English- 
men broke  unscathed  through  the  encircling  fire. 

But  they  were  not  yet  out  of  danger. 

"Keep  to  your  right,  along  the  embank- 
ment," shouted  Fraser,  with  stentorian  voice,  as 
"Wat,  who  had  got  a  few  yards  ahead,  seemed 
about  to  plunge  into  an  out-cropping  cane- 
brake. 

The  lieutenant's  warning  proved  very  timely, 
for  as  his  chum  swerved  off  in  obedience  to  the 
words,  three  or  four  Dacoits  sprang  sword  in 
hand  from  the  thicket  and  tried  to  cut  him 
down.  But  Wat  had  not  been  a  noted  football 
player  all  his  school  and  college  life  for 
nothing.  He  easily  dodged  the  swarthy  villains, 
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disdaining  to  use  his  pistol  as  they  appeared 
to  be  without  any  firearms.  His  soldier  friend 
had  no  such  scruples,  however,  and  when  the 
murderous-looking  wretches  turned  their  at- 
tentions on  him  and  tried  to  intercept  him, 
he  shot  down  one  of  them  and  put  the  rest 
to  flight. 

Having  so  far  run  the  gauntlet  success- 
fully, hope  began  to  revive  in  the  breasts  of 
the  fugitives.  But,  alas  !  they  did  not  know 
what  was  still  in  store  for  them. 

As  soon  as  they  had  gained  the  open  ground, 
Wat  slackened  speed  a  little  in  order  that 
Jack,  who  was  not  quite  so  fleet  of  foot,  might 
come  up  with  him.  Then,  running  abreast, 
and  keeping  as  much  as  possible  in  the 
shadow  of  the  forest,  they  were  almost  within 
a  stone's  throw  of  the  foot  of  the  hill  when  they 
met  a  band  of  Dacoits  coming  from  that  direc- 
tion. The  fugitives  had  barely  time  to  throw 
themselves  down  behind  a  large  bush  ere  the 
warriors  swept  past  them. 

"  My  goodness,  that  was  a  narrow  shave  !  " 
exclaimed  Wat,  as  the  last  of  the  troop  dis- 
appeared into  the  darkness. 

"  Hush !  not  so  loud,  man  !  "  said  Jack, 
under  his  breath,  and  laying  a  warning  hand 
on  his  comrade's  arm. 
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But  the  admonition  was  too  late,  for  just 
then  a  solitary  Dacoit  came  limping  up  in  the 
rear  of  the  band.  He  stopped  opposite  where 
they  stood  and  appeared  to  be  listening.  Both 
young  men  recognised  the  man  at  once.  It 
was  "Wadda !  They  stood  perfectly  still,  hoping 
that  he  would  pass  on  without  seeing  them. 
But  he  had  evidently  heard  their  voices,  and 
soon  his  keen  sight  detected  them  in  the  shadow 
of  the  jungle.  Without  another  instant's  delay 
he  raised  some  instrument  to  his  lips  and  blew 
a  blast  which  made  their  ears  tingle,  and 
seemed  enough  to  wake  the  dead.  It  was  cut 
abruptly  short,  however,  by  a  bullet  from 
Eraser's  pistol,  which  strangely  enough  struck 
the  rude  horn  and  shattered  it  to  bits,  the 
man  himself  also  being  knocked  to  the  ground. 

"  Quick !  come  along,"  cried  Jack,  as  the 
yells  of  the  returning  Dacoits  smote  fearfully 
on  their  ears.  "  It'll  be  a  race  for  the  fort, 
and  we  have  none  too  much  start ! " 

Both  sprang  away  together  at  the  top  of 
their  speed,  but  they  had  barely  gone  a  score 
of  yards  when  Jack  stumbled  forward  and  fell 
to  the  ground.  At  the  same  moment  a  report 
was  heard  behind  them,  and  glancing  round 
Wat  saw  the  spy  in  a  kneeling  posture  with 
arm  extended  towards  them.  He  had  evidently 
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recovered  himself  in  time  to  draw  a  pistol  and 
fire  it  after  them. 

"  I'm  winged  and  done  for,"  exclaimed  Jack, 
as  he  tried  in  vain  to  regain  his  feet. 

Wat  stopped  and  was  at  his  chum's  side  in  a 
moment.  " Where  are  you  hit?"  he  asked 
anxiously,  bending  over  him. 

"  Here  in  the  hip,"  replied  Jack,  laying  his 
hand  on  the  spot ;  "  but  for  Heaven's  sake 
leave  me,"  he  continued  earnestly;  "you  can 
do  me  no  good,  and  you  will  only  sacrifice  your 
own  life  if  you  remain  any  longer." 

A  fiendish  yell  from  their  pursuers  empha- 
sized the  wounded  man's  words.  They  had 
stopped  a  moment  on  reaching  their  chief,  and 
their  cry  was  doubtless  one  of  vengeance  on 
perceiving  that  he  had  again  been  wounded 
by  the  hated  Feringhees. 

It  was  evident,  as  Jack  had  said,  that  there 
was  no  time  to  be  lost  if  his  comrade  wished 
to  save  his  own  life.  In  another  minute  or 
two  the  infuriated  Dacoits  would  be  upon 
them.  And  no  mercy  could  be  expected  at 
their  hands.  Yet,  strange  to  say,  Wat  never 
seemed  to  think  of  his  own  danger,  but,  stoop- 
ing down,  he  placed  his  hands  under  Jack's 
shoulders  and  commenced  dragging  him  into 
the  bushes  at  the  foot  of  the  hillock. 
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"  We  must  be  close  by  the  cave,"  he  said, 
encouragingly.  "  If  I  can  only  get  you  inside 
it,  we  can  hold  it  with  our  revolvers  against 
the  whole  murderous  crew." 

"You're  a  brick,  Wat !"  responded  Jack, 
with  quiet  emphasis,  as  he  struggled  to  sup- 
press a  moan  of  agony  caused  by  his  wounded 
limb  catching  against  a  tree  root. 

It  was  too  dark  to  make  out  their  exact 
whereabouts,  but  Wat  felt  confident  they  were 
within  a  few  score  yards  of  the  cavern,  and  he 
strained  every  nerve  to  reach  it.  He  could  just 
discern  the  dark  outline  of  the  cliff  through 
the  trees  in  front  of  him,  and  he  felt  that 
another  minute's  grace  would  see  them  in  com- 
parative safety.  But  would  that  minute  be 
vouchsafed  them  ?  Alas  !  no  !  The  shouts 
and  yells  of  the  pursuers,  which  had  ceased  for 
a  few  brief  seconds  as  they  endeavoured  to 
pick  up  the  trail  of  the  hated  Feringhees,  now 
burst  out  afresh,  and  the  foremost  of  them 
could  be  distinctly  heard  rapidly  approaching 
through  the  bushes. 

Strong  and  resolute  as  Wat  was,  hope  and 
strength  almost  forsook  him  at  that  moment. 
The  task  he  had  set  himself  seemed  beyond 
the  power  of  mortal  man.  Nevertheless,  he 
struggled  on  as  quickly  as  he  could.  He  had 
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reached  a  little  opening  in  the  bush,  which  he 
recognised  as  being  just  opposite  the  entrance 
to  the  cave,  and  he  struggled  bravely  across  it, 
for  he  knew  that  the  goal  he  was  aiming  for 
lay  but  some  dozen  paces  beyond. 

Ere,  however,  he  could  gain  the  fringe  of 
trees  at  the  foot  of  the  cliff,  a  yell  of  triumph 
from  the  pursuing  Dacoits  told  him  that  they 
were  close  upon  his  heels  and  had  "  viewed  " 
their  "prey." 

Jack,  who  was  in  a  semi-fainting  condition 
from  the  pain  of.  his  wound,  heard  the  shout, 
and  comprehended  its  import. 

"Drop  me  at  once,"  he  cried,  "and  save 
yourself.  Why  should  we  both  perish  !  " 

"Both  or  neither,"  replied  Wat,  who  at 
this  trying  moment  once  again  showed  him- 
self to  be  one  of  those  men  who  grow  more 
resolute  and  fearless  the  more  imminent  the 
danger,  especially  if  in  defence  of  a  wounded 
comrade. 

Then  setting  his  burden  down  at  the  foot  of 
the  first  tree — for  there  was  no  time,  even  if  he 
had  had  the  strength,  to  retreat  a  step  further 
— he  awaited  the  foe.  They  were  close  upon 
them.  Standing  over  his  helpless  chum,  and 
drawing  his  revolver,  he  quickly  aimed  and 
fired  at  the  nearest  Dacoit. 


2go  "Heroes,   Three.'9 

The  bullet  sped  true,  and  the  fellow  dropped 
dead  almost  at  their  feet.  But  a  dozen  more 
were  close  behind,  and  seeing  only  one  adver- 
sary they  rushed  on  with  blood-curdling  yells 
to  overwhelm  him  with  their  numbers. 

Aroused  by  the  pandemonium  around,  Jack 
also  found  strength  enough  to  discharge  his 
revolver  into  the  midst  of  the  enemy  •  and 
between  them  they  managed  to  thin  out  their 
numbers  considerably. 

But  all  would  have  been  in  vain  had  not 
help  suddenly  arrived  from  an  unexpected 
quarter. 

Wat  had  just  turned  aside  the  spear  of  a 
brawny  warrior,  and  grabbed  him  by  the 
throat  in  a  life  and  death  struggle,  when  a 
rifle-shot  rang  out  close  behind  him.  Instantly, 
his  fierce  adversary  sank  lifeless  to  the  ground, 
and  a  thrill  of  renewed  hope  inspired  Wat  as 
he  recognised  the  sound  of  Golain's  repeating 
rifle,  and  guessed  that  it  was  he  who  had  at 
last  come  to  their  aid.  He  dared  not  turn  his 
head  to  try  and  verify  his  surmise.  Indeed, 
he  had  barely  time  to  note  that  his  comrade 
had  been  borne  backward  to  the  earth  by  the 
falling  Dacoit,  and  lay  half-buried  beneath  his 
body,  when  he  found  himself  beset  by  two 
fresh  antagonists.  One  of  these,  however, 
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never  reached  him,  for  a  second  discharge 
from  the  friendly  rifle  dropped  him  dead  in 
his  tracks.  The  other  one  Wat  cleverly  dodged, 
and  then  adroitly  tripped  up  as  he  flew  past 
sword  in  hand. 

The  remaining  Dacoits,  seeing  their  leaders 
slain,  now  stopped  and  began  to  waver,  suffer- 
ing thereby  still  further  loss  from  their  hidden 
foe,  who  continued  firing. 

At  this  critical  juncture  some  lucky  instinct 
prompted  Wat,  who  had  thrown  himself  upon 
the  fallen  Dacoit,  to  raise  a  wild  "  who -whoop  " 
of  triumph.  The  shout  was  instantly  taken  up 
by  his  mysterious  ally — whose  voice  he  at  once 
recognised  as  indubitably  that  of  Golam — and 
was  emphasized  by  a  succession  of  rapid  shots 
from  the  deadly  repeating  rifle. 

This  was  too  much  for  the  discomfited  Bur- 
mans,  who  forthwith  turned  and  fled  with  the 
utmost  precipitation. 

" Bravo,  Golam!  well  done!"  exclaimed 
Wat.  "Now  come  here  and  hold  this  rascal 
down  while  I  see  to  your  master.  He  must  be 
almost  smothered  by  this  time." 

"Yes,  Sahib,"  answered  the  soldier,  promptly; 
but  for  once  his  action  did  not  correspond  with 
his  words,  and  when  at  length  he  did  draw 
near,  it  was  in  such  a  fashion  as  Wat  little 
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expected.  Just  as  the  latter's  patience  was 
almost  exhausted,  he  heard  a  strange  noise 
approaching.  He  looked  up,  but  at  first  could 
not  see  anything.  Then  he  discerned  a  dark 
object  coming  towards  him,  wriggling  its  way, 
serpent-like,  through  the  low  undergrowth. 
For  a  moment  he  thought  it  was  some  stealthy 
assassin,  and  sternly  ordered  it  to  halt,  but  the 
next  he  recognised  the  faithful  Goorkha.  He 
appeared  to  have  been  badly  wounded,  and  was 
dragging  himself  along  the  ground  by  means 
of  his  hands  and  arms. 

"  Good  gracious  !  "  cried  the  astonished 
Englishman,  "what  has  happened  to  you?" 

"  I  was  nearly  caught  by  the  budmashes,  but 
escaped  with  a  broken  leg  !  "  replied  the  brave 
fellow,  making  light  of  his  misfortune,  but 
almost  ending  in  a  moan  from  the  pain  he  was 
enduring. 

"  "Well,  my  word,  you're  a  plucky  chap  ! " 
exclaimed  Wat,  with  genuine  admiration. 
"  And  to  think  that  you  managed  to  shoot  so 
steadily  and  save  all  our  lives  when  you  were  in 
such  a  condition  as  that,"  he  added,  feelingly. 

"  Where  is  the  Captain,  Sahib  ?  "  inquired 
Golam  anxiously,  and  apparently  quite  un- 
conscious that  he  had  done  anything  particu- 
larly meritorious. 
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"  "Wait  a  moment,  my  good  man,  and  I  will 
show  you,"  answered  Wat,  as  he  unbuckled 
his  belt  and  commenced  to  pinion  the  Dacoit's 
arms. 

He  saw  that  it  was  out  of  the  question  for 
the  Goorkha  in  his  terribly  disabled  condition 
to  take  charge  of  the  prisoner,  and  therefore  he 
proceeded  to  bind  the  latter  securely  hand  and 
foot  before  hastening  to  Jack's  assistance. 


CHAPTEE    XXIX. 

A   DESPERATE   DEFENCE. 

THE  Dacoits  had  vanished,  but  "Wat  knew 
that  they  might  return  in  overwhelming 
numbers  at  any  moment.  Having,  therefore, 
secured  his  prisoner,  he  lost  no  time  in 
succouring  Jack. 

To  his  dismay  he  found  that  the  poor  fellow 
was  quite  unconscious.  The  body  of  the  slain 
Burman  still  lay  across  him,  and  "Wat  at  once 
set  about  removing  it.  Then,  placing  his  ear 
to  Jack's  mouth,  he  was  relieved  to  find  that  he 
still  breathed.  Without  a  moment's  delay, 
therefore,  he  lifted  him  carefully  up  and  carried 
him  into  the  cave,  where  it  appeared  Golam  had 
lain  hid  after  breaking  his  leg. 

Depositing  his  senseless  comrade  on  the 
floor  in  the  centre  of  the  cavern,  Wat  hurried 
back  to  the  assistance  of  the  Goorkha.  He 
had  left  the  brave  fellow  propped  up  against  a 
tree,  rifle  in  hand,  keeping  guard  while  his 
master  was  carried  to  a  place  of  safety. 

"Wat  had  scarcely  emerged  from  the  mouth 
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of  the  cavern  when  he  was  startled  by  a  rifle- 
shot, which  was  quickly  succeeded  by  an 
irregular  but  distant  volley  of  musketry. 
Hastening  forward  amidst  a  shower  of  bullets, 
he  was  by  the  sentry's  side  in  a  moment. 

"Corne,  Golam — Quick!"  he  cried,  laying 
his  hand  on  his  shoulder.  "  Put  your  arms 
round  my  neck  and  I'll  carry  you  into  the 
cave." 

"No,  Sahib,  never  mind  me.  I  can  die  here. 
Save  yourself  and  the  Captain,  Sahib." 

There  was  not  a  moment  to  lose,  for  to  judge 
by  the  flashes  of  the  guns  the  Dacoits  had 
returned  in  great  force,  and  were  fast 
approaching. 

Wat's  only  answer,  therefore,  was  to  stoop 
down,  seize  the  little  Goorkha  round  the  waist 
and  bear  him  rifle  and  all  into  the  cave.  Then 
he  returned  once  more,  and  grasping  the 
astonished  prisoner  by  his  sash  dragged  him 
also  within  the  mouth  of  the  cavern.  Luckily 
nearly  all  the  Dacoits'  bullets  flew  high,  but 
one  slightly  grazed  Wat's  shoulder  as  he 
reached  the  narrow  entrance.  The  wound  was 
only  skin-deep,  however,  and  he  paid  no 
attention  to  it.  He  felt  thankful  to  have  got 
his  companions  at  last  into  a  place  of  compara- 
tive safety. 

But  there  was  still  much  to  be  done  to  make 
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their  retreat  fairly  secure.  The  Dacoits  were 
now  close  at  hand,  and  with  both  his  comrades 
severely  wounded  the  situation  was  none  too 
promising. 

Perhaps  it  was  fortunate  that  Wat  had  no 
time  to  think,  or,  brave  and  resourceful  as  he 
was,  he  might  well  have  lost  heart  at  the 
difficulties  and  dangers  which  surrounded  him. 

His  first  care  was  to  administer  a  small  dose 
of  brandy  from  his  flask  to  each  of  his 
companions — for  Jack  had  by  this  time 
partially  recovered  from  his  faint — and  his  next 
to  reload  both  the  revolvers.  Then  he  cast 
about  him  for  some  means  of  relieving  the 
sufferings  of  his  companions.  In  the  pitchy 
darkness  it  was  impossible  to  examine  their 
wounds,  and  yet  he  dared  not  strike  a  light  for 
fear  of  revealing  their  hapless  condition  to  the 
enemy. 

In  this  predicament  he  suddenly  remembered 
the  pile  of  faggots  which  they  had  observed 
the  day  they  searched  the  cavern  for  traces  of 
Wadda. 

"  Ah,  the  very  thing !  "  he  exclaimed  half 
aloud.  "Golam,  keep  watch  here,"  he 
continued,  "while  I  barricade  the  entrance." 

"Yes,  Sahib,"  replied  the  indomitable 
soldier,  putting  himself  into  the  nearest 
approach  at  attention  which  it  was  possible  for 
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him  to  assume,  considering  he  could  only  sit  on 
the  ground. 

The  words  were  scarcely  spoken  before  a 
gunshot  illuminated  the  narrow  mouth  of  the 
cave  and  reverberated  to  its  furthest  depths. 
Some  vigilant  Dacoit  had  evidently  crept  close 
up  and  fired  in  the  direction  of  the  voices. 
Luckily  no  one  was  hit,  but  it  was  a  sharp 
lesson  to  Wat  and  his  companions  to  keep  as 
quiet  as  possible.  Golam  wriggled  himself 
closer  to  the  rock- wall,  and  rested  his  rifle  over 
a  projection  which  partially  shielded  him  from 
the  view  or  fire  of  the  enemy  outside. 

Wat  was  now  more  than  ever  convinced  of 
the  necessity  for  barricading  the  entrance  as 
much  as  possible,  though  it  seemed  likely  to 
prove  a  dangerous  undertaking,  His  first  act 
was  to  pull  the  Dacoit  prisoner  further  into  the 
cave,  so  as  to  leave  the  passage  free  for  the 
erection  of  the  breastwork.  Then  whispering 
to  Golam  to  keep  his  rifle  at  the  ready  and  to 
fire  by  the  light  of  the  flash  at  the  first  Dacoit 
who  ventured  again  to  discharge  his  gun  into 
the  cave,  he  groped  his  way  to  the  wood-pile. 

Having  seized  several  of  the  logs,  he  carried 
them  as  silently  as  possible  to  the  passage. 
He  took  care  not  to  go  the  most  direct  way, 
but  round  about  the  sides  of  the  cavern,  so  as 
to  avoid  being  in  the  line  of  fire  from  without. 
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In  this  manner  he  soon  transferred  all  the 
faggots  close  to  the  entrance.  But  no  sooner 
did  he  begin  to  lay  them  in  position  than 
another  gun  was  discharged  into  the  cave,  the 
bullet  actually  passing  through  the  top  of  his 
cap.  The  flash  had  scarcely  passed  away, 
however,  ere  Golam's  rifle  spoke  out,  and  the 
shriek  that  followed  showed  that  the  shot  had 
taken  effect. 

"  "Well  done,  Golam ! "  exclaimed  "Wat. 
"  That  will  teach  them  to  keep  their  distance." 
And  he  hastened  to  pile  the  faggots  side  by 
side  between  the  walls  of  rock  as  quickly  as 
possible,  wedging  them  down  as  tightly  as  he 
could. 

Before  the  enemy  had  recovered  from  their 
startling  rebuff,  Wat  had  raised  the  barricade 
nearly  breast-high.  Ere  he  could  quite  com- 
plete it,  however,  the  enraged  Dacoits  plucked 
up  courage  and  made  a  determined  rush  into 
the  cave. 

Wat  was  taken  by  surprise  at  this  sudden 
change  of  tactics,  and  had  no  time  even  to 
draw  his  revolver.  All  he  could  do  was  to  lay 
about  him  with  the  faggot  he  happened  to 
have  in  his  hand  at  the  moment.  The  Goorkha 
was  unable  to  assist  him,  as  he  could  not  raise 
himself  high  enough  to  fire  over  the  barricade. 

Then,  when  it  was  too  late,  the  young  English- 
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man  perceived  his  mistake  in  not  having  left 
a  loophole  low  enough  down  for  the  wounded 
soldier  to  fire  through.  As  it  happened,  how- 
ever, Wat  could  scarcely  have  chosen  a  better 
weapon  under  the  circumstances  than  a  stout 
piece  of  sapling,  about  a  yard  in  length,  with 
which  he  had  to  defend  the  position. 

Fortunately  the  entrance  was  so  narrow  that 
with  all  their  eagerness  and  dash  only  one 
Dacoit  could  enter  at  once ;  and  as  fast  as  they 
sprung  upon  the  barrier  "Wat,  who  stood  just 
inside  the  wider  part  of  the  cave,  knocked  them 
back  again  with  his  heavy  club. 

Only  one  or  two  managed  to  effect  an  en- 
trance, being  pushed  over  by  those  behind ;  but 
Golam  was  ready  with  his  kookria  for  any  who 
escaped  the  club.  By  this  time,  also,  Jack  had 
so  far  recovered  himself  as  to  be  able  to  sit  up, 
revolver  in  hand ;  and  though  he  dared  not 
fire  for  fear  of  hitting  one  of  his  companions, 
he  formed  a  sort  of  reserve  in  case  of  accident. 
He  was  able  also  to  cheer  the  others  by  occa- 
sional words  of  encouragement  or  advice. 

At  last  the  Dacoits  retired  foiled  and  dis- 
heartened, and  the  weary  defenders  obtained  a 
welcome  respite.  Wat  immediately  took  steps 
to  repair  his  error  in  the  matter  of  the  neces- 
sary loophole,  and  to  complete  the  barricade. 
Then  he  struck  a  light  and  proceeded  to 
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examine  Jack's  wound.  He  was  glad  to  find 
that  it  was  less  serious  than  he  had  feared. 
The  bullet,  however,  had  slightly  grazed  the 
hip-bone  as  well  as  cutting  through  the  skin, 
and  this  accounted  for  the  pain  it  caused  his 
chum  when  the  limb  was  moved  at  all. 

"  I  wish  we  had  a  candle,"  said  "Wat ;  "  my 
box  of  wax  vestas  will  soon  be  exhausted  at 
this  rate." 

"  I  believe  there  is  a  piece  in  one  of  the 
outer  pockets  of  my  coat,"  replied  Jack.  "  I 
found  it  in  our  old  camp  yesterday." 

This  proved  to  be  the  case,  and  by  the  light 
the  candle  afforded  Wat  managed  to  bind  up 
his  chum's  wound  with  strips  torn  from  the 
sufferer's  shirt.  After  which  he  contrived  to 
make  some  rough  splints  from  the  shaft  of  a 
Dacoit  spear,  supplemented  by  strips  of  leather 
from  one  of  their  shields,  and  so  to  set  the  poor 
Goorkha's  broken  leg.  He  had  often  assisted 
his  father  in  such  work  as  this ;  so  in  spite  of 
the  very  indifferent  material  available,  he 
managed  to  make  a  very  fair  job  of  it.  He 
next  laid  both  the  disabled  men  on  the  dry 
reeds  at  one  side  of  the  cave,  and  made  them  as 
comfortable  as  possible. 

Jack  would  now  have  felt  comparatively  easy 
had  he  not  been  consumed  with  thirst.  He 
would  have  given  all  that  he  possessed  in  the 
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world  for  a  drink  of  water,  but  he  knew  that  it 
was  not  to  be  had,  and  that  it  would  only 
worry  his  chum  if  he  asked  for  it.  The  poor 
Goorkha  was  exactly  in  the  same  state.  Indeed, 
for  hours  he  had  been  suffering  agonies  from 
pain  and  thirst. 

Although  neither  had  said  anything,  Wat 
knew  the  state  they  must  be  in  by  the  difficulty 
they  seemed  to  have  in  speaking,  even  in 
whispers.  He  could  tell  that  their  mouths 
were  simply  parched  with  thirst ;  and  indeed 
he  was  beginning  to  feel  almost  as  distressed 
himself  for  want  of  food  and  drink.  And  now 
that  the  excitement  of  fighting  was  over  for  a 
time  and  the  enemy  had  apparently  drawn  off, 
a  great  reaction  set  in,  and  faint  and  weary  as 
he  was  he  nearly  gave  way  to  despair. 

"It  would  have  been  a  thousand  times 
better,"  he  soliloquized,  "  to  have  been  killed 
out  of  hand  than  to  perish  by  inches  in  this 
dismal  cave !  " 

At  this  stage  his  cogitations  were  disturbed 
by  a  groan,  which  seemed  to  come  from  the 
prisoner  near  the  entrance. 

"  Who's  that  ?  "  asked  Jack. 

"  My  prisoner,  I  believe,"  answered  Wat. 
"  I  daresay  he  finds  that  strap  rather  tight ; 
I'll  just  see."  And  relighting  the  candle,  which, 
for  economy's  sake — seeing  that  it  was  all 
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they  possessed — he  had  extinguished,  he  moved 
across  to  where  the  man  lay. 

Holding  the  candle  well  above  the  prostrate 
Dacoit,  Wat  proceeded  to  examine  his  wrists, 
and  finding  they  were  considerably  swollen, 
he  slackened  the  strap.  This  seemed  to  relieve 
the  poor  fellow  at  once,  and  he  was  not  slow 
to  express  his  satisfaction,  as  Wat  could  tell 
by  the  tone  of  his  voice.  Then  an  idea  occurred 
to  the  good  Samaritan — perhaps  the  poor 
brigand  would  tell  them  where  they  could 
procure  a  drink  of  water,  if  not  in  return  for 
this  act  of  mercy,  at  all  events  for  his  own 
sake,  as  doubtless  he,  too,  was  suffering  for  want 
of  the  life-giving  fluid,  though  nothing  like 
so  intensely  as  his  captors. 

"  Cannot  you  speak  a  little  Burmese  ?  "  he 
asked  Jack. 

"  Yes;  but  to  what  purpose  ?  ''  replied  the 
lieutenant  with  difficulty. 

"  We  shall  see,"  answered  Wat,  turning  his 
light  full  upon  the  Dacoit's  face,  and  noticing 
for  the  first  time  that  he  had  an  ugly  scar 
across  his  right  cheek,  and  that  he  was  the 
same  man  he  had  dragged  from  the  burning 
hut.  "  To  begin  with,  you  might  ask  him 
where  he  got  this  nasty  wound ! "  he  sug- 
gested. 

Jack  put  the  question  as  well  as  he  could, 
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and  after  a  moment's  hesitation  the  prisoner 
replied  that  he  had  received  it  from  a  Feringhee 
bayonet  in  battle. 

uUmph!  that's  not  very  promising,"  was 
Jack's  comment  as  he  interpreted  the  answer 
to  his  chum. 

"  I  don't  feel  so  sure  about  that,"  replied 
"Wat  thoughtfully,  as  a  wild  hope  flashed 
through  his  brain.  "  Ask  him,"  he  continued, 
struggling  hard  to  disguise  the  anxiety  he 
felt  as  to  the  answer,  "if  he  received  any  other 
wound  in  the  same  battle  ?  " 

"  Ah!  now  I  begin  to  see  what  you're  driving 
at,  old  fellow ! "  exclaimed  Jack,  in  his  painfully 
dry,  husky  voice.  And  he  quickly  put  the 
question  into  Burmese. 

This  time  the  Dacoit  did  not  answer  so  readily. 
He  was  staring  up  at  Wat,  and  seemed  fasci- 
nated by  his  scrutiny  of  him.  At  length  he 
said  something  in  an  excited  tone  of  voice, 
which  seemed  to  astonish  the  lieutenant,  to 
judge  from  the  exclamation  he  made,  and  the 
haste  with  which  he  replied. 

"  Tell  me  what  he  says,  old  man ! "  requested 
Wat,  with  excusable  impatience. 

"  Why,  he  must  be  the  very  man  your 
father  made  such  a  wonderful  cure  of,"  replied 
Jack;  "he  say  she  was  shot  through  the  body 
as  well,  and  would  have  died  but  for  the  skill 
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and  care  of  a  Feringhee  doctor — with  a  kind 
face  like  yours." 

Wat  felt  a  lump  in  his  throat,  and  his  heart 
beat  wildly  as  he  said,  "  Ask  him  if  he  knows 
this  stone,"  and  he  unbuttoned  the  collar  of 
his  shooting  jacket  so  that  the  Dacoit  could  see 
his  ruby  scarf-pin. 

Jack  put  the  question  into  Burmese,  and  as 
the  prisoner's  eyes  caught  sight  of  the  hand- 
some gem  they  fairly  sparkled  in  the  candle- 
light, while  at  the  same  moment  an  exclamation 
of  intense  surprise  burst  from  his  lips. 

"My  word,  he  knows  that  ruby,  sure 
enough!"  exclaimed  Jack — "show  him  the 
photo." 

By  this  time  "Wat  was  becoming  so  agitated 
that  it  was  only  by  a  great  effort  he  managed 
to  unfasten  the  clasp  of  the  old  pocket- case 
which  he  always  carried  about  with  him.  At 
length,  however,  he  got  at  the  photograph,  and 
held  it  up  before  the  Burman's  eyes. 

If  he  had  given  the  man  a  shock  from  a 
galvanic  battery  he  could  scarcely  have  pro- 
duced a  more  startling  effect  upon  him.  Spite 
of  his  bonds,  the  poor  fellow  fairly  shook  with 
emotion  as  he  gazed  on  the  portrait  of  Surgeon 
Jones.  Then  there  poured  from  his  lips  a 
volume  of  exclamations  and  questions. 

"He   wants    to    know,"  interpreted   Jack, 
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briefly,  "  '  where  you  got  that  portrait,'  'what 
is  your  name,'  and  i  how  you  found  the  ruby 
mine?'  He  also  begs  you  for  the  love  of 
Buddha  to  be  quick,  as  he  says  our  lives 
depend  upon  the  answer,  and  that  there  is  not  a 
moment  to  lose  ! — This  latter  is  doubtless  mere 
bunkum,"  added  Eraser,  "for  his  friends  have 
already  done  their  level  best  to  get  at  us,  but 
thanks  to  you,  old  chap,  without  avail." 

1 -Answer  him  as  you  think  best,"  said  Wat. 
"  You  know  the  circumstances  as  well  as  I  do." 
And  having  replaced  the  photograph  he  re- 
turned the  case  to  his  pocket,  feeling  com- 
pletely bewildered  by  the  turn  events  had 
taken. 


CHAPTER   XXX. 

A  GRATEFUL  DACOIT   AND     A    MARVELLOUS    CAVE. 

IT  did  not  take  Jack  long  to  tell  the  Dacoit 
that  his  friend's  name  was  Watkin  Jones,  and 
that  he  was  the  son  of  Surgeon  Jones,  who  had 
once  saved  the  life  of  a  badly- wounded  Bur  man 
named  Sandu,  and  received  in  return  that  fine 
ruby  and  a  description  of  the  locality  whence  it 
came. 

When  he  had  concluded,  the  prisoner  ex- 
claimed in  Burmese  that  his  name  was  Sandu, 
and  that  he  was  the  man  the  English  doctor 
had  treated  so  skilfully,  and  that  if  they  would 
unloose  his  bonds  he  would  do  his  best  to  save 
them.  He  insisted  that  there  was  not  a 
moment  to  lose,  and  explained  that  there  was 
a  secret  way  into  the  cave  from  the  top  of  the 
hillock  by  which  he  expected  the  Dacoits  might 
at  any  minute  burst  in  upon  them. 

The  man's  whole  demeanour  was  so  com- 
pletely changed,  and  he  spoke  with  such  un- 
mistakable earnestness  and  sincerity,  that  the 

Englishmen  were  at  length  convinced  that  he 
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was  really  speaking  the  truth.  Besides,  they 
recalled  to  mind  the  mysterious  way  in  which 
Wadda  had  vanished,  although  the  Goorkha 
had  kept  close  watch  upon  the  mouth  of  the 
cave.  This  corroborated  the  prisoner's  asser- 
tion as  to  the  secret  inlet,  and  they  hesitated 
no  longer. 

"Cut  his  bonds!"  cried  Jack.  "It's  our 
only  chance.  We  shall  die  of  thirst  and 
starvation  in  any  case  unless  this  man  be- 
friends us." 

Wat  instantly  unbuckled  the  belt  which  he 
had  bound  round  the  Dacoit's  wrists,  and  then 
severed  the  cord  which  confined  his  ankles. 

Sandu  was  on  his  feet  in  a  moment,  and 
motioning  to  Wat  to  follow  him,  sprang  to- 
wards the  further  end  of  the  cave.  Before  the 
white  men  had  time  to  realize  what  he  was 
about,  the  Dacoit  stooped  down  and  inserted 
his  hand  into  what  appeared  to  be  a  tiny 
crevice  in  the  side  of  the  cavern,  just  beyond 
the  spot  where  the  faggots  had  been  piled. 
Almost  immediately  a  small  door  about  five 
feet  by  two  feet  opened  towards  them.  It  was 
exactly  as  if  a  block  had  been  neatly  carved  out 
of  the  face  of  the  solid  rock,  so  precisely  had 
the  door  been  made  to  fit,  and  its  surface  to  re- 
semble the  colour  and  texture  of  the  rock. 

Wat  could  not  repress  an   exclamation  of 
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wonder  and  surprise  at  this  secret  outlet,  and 
he  was  still  more  astonished  when  on  following 
his  guide  through  the  narrow  opening  he  found 
himself  at  the  bottom  of  a  deep  shaft.  The 
light  of  his  candle  revealed  a  long  ladder  reared 
almost  perpendicularly  against  the  side  of  the 
shaft.  Up  this  Sandu  swiftly  sprang  and  dis- 
appeared in  the  darkness  above. 

For  a  minute  or  two  "Wat  thought  that  he 
had  been  cleverly  tricked,  and  that  the  Dacoit 
had  merely  revealed  the  secret  outlet  in  order 
to  effect  his  own  escape.  He  was  on  the  point, 
therefore,  of  hastening  back  to  the  outer  cavern 
to  confer  with  Eraser  as  to  the  best  way  of 
securing  themselves  against  incursion  from  this 
secret  entrance,  when  something  arrested  his 
attention.  It  was  a  noise  above  him  as  of  a 
heavy  bolt  being  shot  into  its  catch,  and  this 
-was  followed  by  a  cry  of  exultation.  Then 
succeeded  a  faint,  muffled  sound,  as  of  distant 
yells  and  execrations. 

While  Wat  was  wondering  what  it  all  could 
mean,  Sandu  suddenly  reappeared.  He  came 
half-way  down  the  ladder,  and  then  stopped 
and  beckoned  to  the  young  Englishman  to 
come  up  to  him.  The  latter  still  felt  some 
misgivings,  but  suppressing  them  as  foolish,  he 
commenced  to  ascend  the  steep  ladder,  candle 
in  hand.  When  he  had  got  almost  up  to  the 
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Burman,  he  saw  that  his  face  was  illumined  by 
a  self-satisfied  sort  of  grin  which  was  quite 
reassuring ;  and  when  the  fellow  turned,  and, 
motioning  to  him  to  follow,  began  leisurely  to 
reascend  the  steps,  Wat  no  longer  hesitated, 
but  kept  close  upon  his  guide's  heels. 

When  they  had  gone,  as  Wat  judged,  about 
forty  feet  upwards,  they  came  to  a  ledge  or 
platform  cut  in  the  side  of  the  shaft.  Upon 
this  was  set  another  ladder,  which  likewise  led 
upwards  to  a  second  landing,  and  this  again  to 
a  third.  Here  Sandu  disappeared  through  a 
narrow  doorway  at  the  end  of  the  platform,  and 
called  out  something  which  Wat  construed  into 
an  invitation  to  him  to  follow. 

The  sounds  of  distant  voices  and  tramping  of 
feet,  however,  were  far  from  reassuring,  and 
Wat  stopped  a  moment  and  listened,  undecided 
whether  to  advance  or  beat  a  retreat.  The 
voices  and  tramping  appeared  to  be  overhead, 
and  were  muffled  and  deadened  by  the  inter- 
vening rock,  so  at  last  he  ventured  to  go  for- 
ward. But  he  advanced  cautiously,  holding 
out  his  candle  well  in  front  of  him  with  one 
hand,  and  grasping  his  revolver  with  the 
other. 

Half  a  dozen  paces  carried  him  into  a  large 
chamber  hewn  out  of  the  solid  rock,  and  appar- 
ently filled  with  all  manner  of  articles.  His 


310  A  Grateful  Dacoit  and  a  Marvellous  Cave. 

astonishment  was  not  lessened  when  foremost 
amongst  the  piles  of  stores  of  various  kinds  he 
noticed  the  venison  which  he  and  his  com- 
panions had  carried  up  to  provision  their  little 
fort,  as  they  supposed.  And  near  this  lay  the 
cases  of  spare  ammunition  stolen  from  their 
camp. 

Bewildered  and  amazed,  Wat  stared  about 
him  for  a  minute,  and  then  glanced  at  the 
Burman  as  if  for  some  explanation  of  the 
mystery.  But  Sandu  merely  pointed  up  at 
what  appeared  to  be  a  heavy  trap-door  in  the 
roof  above,  and  grinned  more  complacently 
than  ever  as  he  contemplated  its  massive 
fastenings. 

Stepping  more  into  the  centre  of  the  room, 
Wat  noticed  that  two  large  upright  beams, 
which  at  first  he  had  taken  to  be  merely  pillars 
for  supporting  the  roof,  fulfilled  another 
purpose  as  well.  A  huge  cross-piece  near  the 
top  acted  as  the  fulcrum  and  support  for  a 
powerful  lever,  which  evidently  operated  the 
trap-door,  to  which  it  was  ingeniously  fastened. 
The  long  arm  of  the  lever  was  within  easy 
reach  of  anyone  standing  below,  and  Wat 
could  easily  understand  that  a  very  slight  dis- 
play of  strength  would  suffice  to  raise  or  lower 
the  trap  at  will.  Deep  notches  had  been  cut 
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in  the  side  of  one  of  the  beams  to  hold  the 
lever,  and  by  its  means  the  trap,  at  any  height 
required.  Besides  which,  for  greater  safety,  a 
strong  chain  depended  loop- shape  from  a  large 
iron  ring  in  the  centre  of  the  trap -door  to 
about  half-way  down  to  the  floor.  Here  an 
iron  bolt  could  quickly  be  shot  from  its  place 
in  one  of  the  uprights,  so  as  to  pass  through 
the  loop  into  the  opposite  beam,  thus  effectually 
frustrating  any  possibility  of  raising  the  trap 
from  outside.  Between  the  beams,  also,  at 
regular  intervals,  cross-pieces  were  placed, 
which  formed  a  ready  means  of  ascent. 

All  this  only  took  a  few  moments  to  note, 
and  it  at  once  supplied  the  clue  to  the 
mysterious  appearances  and  disappearances  of 
Wadda  in  their  camp,  for  Wat  had  little  doubt 
but  that  the  latter  was  just  above  him,  and 
that  the  big  flat  stone,  or  flag,  which  he 
had  ineffectually  attempted  to  raise,  was  in 
reality  the  upper  part  of  the  trap- door. 

The  whole  position  was  evidently  the  natural 
stronghold  of  some  Dacoit  chief,  and  iu  choosing 
it  for  their  camping  ground  the  adventurers 
had  unwittingly  walked  into  the  enemy's  toils. 
Such  were  Wat's  reflections  as  he  took  a  rapid 
survey  of  the  plunder  which  was  stored  around 
him,  and  he  shuddered  at  the  thought  of  the 
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fate  that  might  so  soon  have  overtaken  himself 
and  his  comrades  had  it  not  been  for  the  pro- 
vidential turn  events  had  taken. 

Meanwhile  the  Bnrman  had  dived  into  a 
corner  of  the  room  and  picked  up  an  earthen- 
ware jar.  Eaising  it  to  his  lips  he  took  a 
hearty  draught  of  the  contents,  and  then  passed 
the  vessel  to  his  white  friend.  Wat  perceived 
that  the  liquid  was  wine  of  some  kind,  and 
refreshed  himself  with  a  good  drink.  Then  he 
motioned  to  Sandu  that  he  would  take  it  down 
with  him  for  his  disabled  companions.  Where- 
upon the  Dacoit  gave  a  nod  of  assent,  and 
opening  a  bag  that  stood  near,  he  displayed  to 
view  a  lot  of  course  wheaten  cakes,  or  biscuits. 
Wat  took  the  hint,  and  filled  his  pockets  as 
full  as  they  could  hold  with  them,  while  Sandu 
loaded  himself  with  a  haunch  of  the  venison 
and  another  jar  of  wine. 

By  this  time  the  noises  overhead  had  almost 
subsided,  and  with  a  parting  glance  to  assure 
himself  that  the  trap-door  was  properly  secured, 
Sandu  passed  out  to  the  head  of  the  shaft.  As 
he  did  so  he  took  a  curiously-shaped  oil-lamp 
from  a  niche  by  the  door,  and  gave  it  to  Wat 
in  place  of  the  candle,  which  was  almost  con- 
sumed. The  two  then  cautiously  descended 
the  ladders  with  their  precious  loads. 
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When  they  reached  the  bottom  of  the  shaft 
Sandu  stopped  a  moment,  and  pointed  into  the 
corner  furthest  from  the  door.  Wat  at  once 
took  the  hint,  and  investigated  the  spot  with 
his  lamp.  To  his  great  delight  he  found  a 
tiny  well  of  purest  water,  and  stooping  down 
he  filled  therefrom  his  half-empty  jar  before 
passing  into  the  cavern. 

Cries  of  joy  from  the  parched  throats  of  the 
sufferers  greeted  his  return,  and  the  way  they 
consumed  draught  after  draught  of  the  wine 
and  water  was  sufficient  evidence  of  the 
agonizing  thirst  they  had  long  been  suffering. 
When  at  last  this  was  quenched  they  all 
partook  of  the  wheaten  biscuits,  and  Wat  gave 
his  chum  an  account  of  what  he  had  seen  in 
the  upper  regions. 

Jack  grew  quite  excited  as  he  listened  to 
the  description  of  the  wonderful  trap-door,  with 
its  powerful  apparatus  for  raising  or  lowering 
at  the  will  of  anyone  within  the  subterranean 
chamber. 

"  Then,  after  all,  it  was  no  apparition  which 
I  saw  that  night,"  he  exclaimed,  "but  Wadda 
in  the  flesh  who  peered  at  me  from  beneath 
that  slab,  as  I  could  have  sworn  at  the 
time !  " 

"No  doubt  of  it,"  answered  Wat;  "but 
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we  mustn't  discuss  the  matter  here  any  longer 
at  present.  I  see  Sandu  is  getting  uneasy 
about  something,  and  it's  time  you  and  Golam 
had  a  good  sleep." 

The  Burman  had  risen  and  walked  towards 
the  barricade. 

"  I  must  know  first  what  our  friend  thinks 
of  the  situation,"  said  Jack.  "  If  there's  to  he 
any  more  fighting  I  should  like  to  be  moved 
to  where  I  can  take  a  hand  in  it.  You  see," 
he  continued  in  the  same  low  voice,  "  I  can  use 
my  revolver  just  as  well  lying  down  as  standing 
up,  and,  thanks  to  the  wine  and  biscuits,  I  feel 
ready  for  the  fray." 

Wat  glanced  at  the  pale  face  of  his  wounded 
comrade,  and  replied  feelingly,  "  It's  more 
than  you  look,  old  fellow  ;  but  I  promise  you 
your  wishes  shall  be  attended  to  if  we  are  again 
attacked."  And  then  perceiving  that  Golam 
had  at  last  yielded  to  exhausted  nature,  and 
was  fast  asleep,  he  added,  "  especially  as  it 
seems  I  cannot  look  for  further  help  from  the 
Goorkha  at  present." 

"  I  wonder  what'll  be  the  end  of  it  all  ? " 
said  Jack,  as  his  eye  wandered  from  Golam's 
helpless  figure  to  the  crouching  form  of  the 
Burman  at  the  barricade. 

" Heaven  knows  1 "  answered  Wat;  "  but  at 
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all  events  we'll  stick  together,  and  fight  it  out 
to  the  bitter  end." 

''Yes,"  acquiesced  Jack  emphatically,  "we'll 
never  be  taken  alive  again,  to  run  the  risk  of 
being  tortured." 

"Ugh!  don't  mention  it,"  replied  Wat, 
with  an  involuntary  shudder.  "Much  as  I 
hate  fighting,  I  should  hate  being  tortured  a 
thousand  times  more." 

Jack  smiled.  "Well,  I  must  say  fighting 
seems  to  come  quite  naturally  to  you,"  he  said. 

"  Ah  !  that's  mere  instinct — the  ordinary 
instinct  of  self-preservation,"  replied  Wat,  de- 
precatingly.  "Had  I  known  what  I  was 
letting  myself  in  for,"  he  continued,"  "  all  the 
rubies  of  Burmah  would  not  have  tempted  me 
into  this  region  ! " 

"  Pooh  !  my  good  fellow,  one  must  run  some 
risks  if  one  is  ever  to  accomplish  anything  out 
of  the  common.  '  Nothing  venture,  nothing 
have,'  you  know.  For  my  part,"  continued 
Jack,  "  I  shall  not  complain  if  we  get  off  with 
our  treasure  without  further  mishap;  and 
things  look  a  deal  more  hopeful  than  they  did 
an  hour  ago." 

"  That's  true  enough,"  answered  Wat,  "  so 
'we'll  trust  in  God  and  keep  our  powder  dry.' " 

At  this  point  further  conversation  was  in- 
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terrupted  by  Sandu's  sudden  return  from  the 
barricade,  crying  out  something  in  tones  of 
great  excitement. 

Wat  could  not,  of  course,  understand  what 
the  man  said,  but  he  gathered  from  the  expres- 
sion of  Jack's  face  that  it  was  something  the 
reverse  of  agreeable.  The  latter,  however, 
motioned  to  him  to  keep  silence,  and  he  had  to 
restrain  his  curiosity  while  Eraser  interrogated 
the  Burman,  and  found  out  all  that  he  had  to 
telL 
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PLOT   AND    COUNTER  -  PLOT. 

FOR  two  or  three  minutes,  which  seemed  to 
Wat  like  hours,  his  comrade  was  deeply  en- 
gaged in  a  whispered  conference  with  Sandu. 
Then,  in  obedience  to  some  order  from  the 
lieutenant,  the  friendly  Dacoit  took  the  oil- 
lamp,  and  once  more  disappeared  into  the  shaft 
which  communicated  with  the  upper  cavern, 
leaving  the  white  men  and  their  sleeping 
attendant  in  Stygian  darkness. 

"  What's  the  news,  old  fellow  ?  "  asked  Wat, 
the  moment  they  were  alone. 

"  Bad  enough,"  replied  Eraser,  bluntly. 
"  They're  preparing  to  blow  us  up  ! " 

" Surely,  not  that!"  was  Wat's  startled 
ejaculation.  And  then,  after  a  slight  pause,  he 
added :  "  but  is  there  no  means  of  frustrating 
their  kind  attentions  ?  " 

u  I  can  only  think  of  one,"  answered  Jack, 
thoughtfully,  u  and  it's  such  a  risky  business 
to  undertake  that  I  don't  like  to  propose  it, 
not  being  able  to  share  the  danger  myself," 
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"Nonsense,  man!  what  could  be  more 
dangerous  than  being  blown  up  where  we 
are  ?  "  exclaimed  Wat.  "  If  one  has  to  die,  I 
should  prefer  to  die  in  the  open,  as  I  said 
before  ;  so  pray  speak  out." 

Jack  was  evidently  pleased  and  encouraged 
by  his  chum's  cheery  way  of  meeting  adversity, 
for  he  promptly  answered  :  "I'll  tell  you  what 
the  Burman  said,  and  then  you  will  know  pre- 
cisely how  the  matter  stands  and  can  take 
your  own  line." 

"  Thanks,  old  fellow;  but,  first  of  all,  where 
have  you  sent  the  man  ?  " 

"  For  the  reserve  ammunition.  You  said  you 
saw  it  in  the  upper  cave." 

"  Quite  right,"  answered  Wat.  "  Now  go 
ahead." 

As  briefly  as  he  could  Jack  related  all  that 
had  passed  between  himself  and  Sandu.  It 
appeared  that  the  latter  had  just,  overheard  two 
of  his  compatriots  discussing  their  leader's 
plans  for  destroying  the  Feringhees  in  their 
refuge.  These  were  by  first  of  all  blocking  the 
exit  above  with  huge  pieces  of  rock,  and  then 
rolling  a  keg  of  powder  into  the  lower  entrance 
of  the  cavern  and  exploding  it  there. 

"  Sounds  cheerful,  certainly  !  '*  was  Wat's 
comment,  as  his  comrade  paused  to  take  breath. 
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"  Yes ;  and  who  do  you  think  that  crafty 
Wadda  really  is  ?  "  exclaimed  Jack. 

"  A  spy,  I  suppose." 

"  He's  none  other  than  the  Dacoit  chief, 
Ningo  himself,  he  whose  band  we  dispersed 
last  autumn  !" 

"Good  gracious!"  exclaimed  Wat;  "and 
to  think  we  actually  employed  him  to  assist  in 
rowing  our  boat  up  the  river  ! " 

"Yes;  and  what  is  worse,  that  we  are  prac- 
tically at  the  mercy  of  a  man  who  is  as  cruel 
and  vindictive  as  he  is  daring." 

"But  he  hasn't  got  us  yet,  old  chap!'* 
answered  Wat.  "  Tell  me  your  plan  for  foil- 
ing his  purpose,  and  I'll  carry  it  out  at  all 
hazards." 

Jack  stretched  out  his  arm,  and  seizing  his 
chum's  hand  pressed  it  warmly  for  a  few 
seconds.  Then,  as  he  heard  Sandu  returning, 
he  said  quickly,  but  in  very  low  tones :  "  We 
must  try  and  hoist  the  enemy  with  his  own 
petard.  Wait  until  I  see  if  the  Burman  has 
executed  my  orders,  or,  perchance,  discovered 
any  fresh  developments." 

Wat  noticed  an  anxious  look  in  Sandu's  face 
as  he  stood  with  the  oil-lamp  in  one  hand  and 
a  bagful  of  cartridges  in  the  other,  making 
his  report  to  Fraser.  The  latter,  too,  seemed 
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to  become  more  thoughtful  and  serious  as  he 
listened  to  what  the  Burman  said. 

At  last  the  audience  was  ended,  and,  Sandu 
having  been  ordered  to  the  mouth  of  the  cave 
to  keep  watch,  the  two  Englishmen  were  left 
alone  to  discuss  the  situation — for  Golam  was 
still  in  a  profound  sleep. 

"  There's  no  use  blinking  the  fact  that  we're 
in  an  extremely  tight  place,"  began  Eraser, 
throwing  himself  back  again  upon  his  rude 
couch,  for  he  had  been  leaning  upon  one  elbow 
while  he  listened  to  Sandu's  report.  "  But,  nil 
desperandum"  he  continued,  with  a  ghastly 
sort  of  smile,  and  trying  to  appear  cheerful, 
"  we're  not  done  for  yet,  and  won't  be  if  you 
carry  out  my  directions." 

"  I'll  do  my  level  best,  old  fellow,  you  may 
be  sure,"  answered  Wat;  "but,  first  of  all, 
tell  me  what  the  fellow  said." 

"Ay,  to  be  sure;  I  forgot  you  did  not 
understand  his  lingo.  Well,  he  said  the 
Dacoits  had  carried  out  one  part  of  their  pro- 
gramme, and  he  had  little  doubt  but  they  were 
now  engaged  upon  the  other." 

"  Did  he  try  the  trap-door  ?"  asked  Wat. 

"  Yes ;  and  it  was  so  effectually  weighted 
down  that  he  could  not  raise  it  an  inch,  even 
with  the  powerful  lever  you  told  me  about." 

"  Umph  !  then  we're  fairly  trapped." 
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"Yes;  but  when  I  take  a  calm  view  of  the 
situation  I  see  that  it  might  be  infinitely 
worse,"  replied  Jack,  reflectively. 

"  How  so,  old  man?"  asked  "Wat,  in  sur- 
prise, for  he  had  thought  his  chum  very 
depressed. 

"  Well,  to  begin  with,  we  have  plenty  of 
provisions,  you  say?" 

"  Yes  ;  and  water  in  abundance." 

"  And  it  is  just  as  impossible  for  the  enemy 
to  get  in  through  the  trap-door  as  it  would  be 
for  us  to  get  out  ?" 

"  Decidedly,"  replied  Wat. 

"  Then  if  we  can  keep  them  from  entering 
by  this  lower  opening  and  frustrate  their 
'  gunpowder-plot,'  there  is  nothing  to  prevent 
our  holding  out  for  an  indefinite  time." 

"  Nothing  that  I  know  of,"  said  Wat,  some- 
what dubiously.  He  was  wondering  what  his 
chum  was  driving  at.  "  But  I  can't  see  that 
the  prospect  is  very  enlivening,  unless  there  is 
some  chance  of  a  rescue." 

"  That's  just  it,  old  fellow.  A  rescue  is 
what  I  hope  for.  Sandu  has  promised  to 
carry  a  little  note  to  the  Major  as  soon  as  we 
have  beaten  off  the  impending  assault." 

"Bravo!  that  sounds  more  cheerful,"  ex- 
claimed Wat,  joyfully;  "so  now  for  your 
counter-plot,  old  chap !  How  do  you  propose 
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to  turn  the  tables  upon  our  implacable 
foe?" 

"  By  firing  his  improvised  bomb  before  it 
reaches  the  cavern,"  replied  Jack,  turning  over 
the  ammunition  in  the  bag  which  Sandu  had 
brought  him  as  he  spoke.  "  Here,"  he  con- 
tinued, picking  out  a  handful  of  cartridges, 
"these  have  explosive  bullets;  take  my  rifle 
and  fire  one  of  them  into  the  powder  barrel  as 
soon  as  ever  you  see  it  coming.  They'll  have  to 
wait  a  minute  to  light  the  fuse  when  they  get 
sufficiently  near.  That  will  be  your  oppor- 
tunity, but  if  you  miss  the  first  shot  you  must 
try  again,  and  the  sooner  you  hit  the  mark," 
he  added,  significantly,  "the  better  it  will  be 
for  yourself  and  all  of  us !  " 

"  I  expect  so,"  replied  Wat,  grimly,  as  he 
took  up  the  rifle  and  inserted  one  of  the  cart- 
ridges which  Jack  had  handed  him. 

At  that  moment  their  Burman  ally  gave  a 
low  whistle,  which  was  the  signal  agreed  upon 
if  the  enemy  was  heard  approaching. 

"  Hist !  here  they  come !  "  exclaimed  Jack, 
hoarsely.  "  Now  be  off,  and  Heaven  help 
you ! " 

"Wat  had  already  sprung  to  his  feet,  and 
without  a  moment's  hesitation  he  made  his 
way  swiftly  to  the  barricade.  He  did  not 
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stop  there,  however,  but  clambering  over, 
pushed  on  to  the  extremity  of  the  narrow 
outlet.  Fortunately,  the  Dacoits,  who  had 
been  posted  to  watch  the  mouth  of  the  cavern, 
were  too  much  taken  up  with  the  advance  of 
their  fellows  to  be  properly  on  the  alert. 

Crawling  the  last  few  yards  on  hands  and 
knees,  Wat  managed  to  reach  the  outlet  un- 
observed. Then,  laying  himself  down  in  the 
threshold,  he  just  raised  his  head  sufficiently 
to  see  into  the  outer  gloom. 

At  first  he  could  only  hear  voices,  without 
being  able  to  distinguish  more  than  the  dim 
outlines  of  a  few  Dacoits  lounging  about  out- 
side the  cave.  But  after  a  time  his  eyes 
became  more  accustomed  to  the  darkness,  and 
he  fancied  he  saw  a  group  of  men  pushing 
something  like  a  barrel  up  the  slope  towards 
the  cavern.  He  strained  his  eyes  in  trying  to 
discern  if  such  was  really  the  case,  but  to  no 
purpose,  as  the  dark  background  of  the  jungle 
behind  effectually  prevented  him  from  seeing 
anything  clearly. 

At  length,  however,  the  voices  drew  nearer, 
and  Wat  could  hear  the  tramp  and  shuffling  of 
numerous  feet.  The  Dacoits  appeared  to  have 
reached  the  top  of  the  slope,  and  fearing  that  if 
he  did  not  at  once  do  something  to  stop  them  he 
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might  be  too  late  to  prevent  them  from  effect- 
ing their  purpose,  he  determined  to  discharge 
his  rifle  into  the  midst  of  them. 

This  would  have  been  a  fatal  move,  and 
could  only  have  resulted  in  precipitating  his 
own  and  his  friend's  destruction.  Luckily, 
however,  he  was  saved  from  putting  it  into 
practice.  Just  as  his  ringer  was  on  the  trigger 
a  light  suddenly  flashed  out  through  the 
darkness.  One  of  the  Dacoits  had  ignited  the 
fuse  preparatory  to  launching  their  bomb 
against  the  inmates  of  the  cavern. 

Now  was  "Wat's  opportunity.  The  burning 
fuse  distinctly  revealed  the  powder  barrel,  and 
even  lighted  up  the  grinning  faces  of  the 
rascally  crew  who  surrounded  it.  How  he 
thanked  his  stars  that  he  had  not  ineffectually 
discharged  his  rifle  the  moment  before,  as  he 
took  a  steady  aim  at  the  cask  which  two  or 
three  men  were  preparing  to  roll  down  into 
the  mouth  of  the  cave  where  he  lay.  He 
waited  a  moment  until  the  bulk  of  the  Dacoits, 
who  were  already  hastening  away,  had  cleared 
off.  And  then  he  fired  just  as  the  others  were 
on  the  point  of  pushing  off  the  barrel. 
Instantly  there  was  a  blinding  flash  and  terrific 
report.  The  solid  earth  seemed  to  heave  and 
quake,  and  for  a  moment  or  two  Wat  felt 
himself  rocked  to  and  fro  as  if  he  had  been 
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afloat  on  a  stormy  sea.  Then  through  the 
pitchy  darkness  that  followed  came  the  cries 
and  yells  of  the  wounded  and  terrified  Dacoits. 

Wat  rose  to  his  feet  and  groped  his  way 
back  into  the  cavern.  He  was  for  the  moment 
too  stupefied  by  the  shock  of  the  explosion  to 
feel  much  elated  at  the  success  of  his  sally. 

When  he  reached  the  spot  where  he  had 
left  Eraser  and  the  Goorkha,  he  found  the 
former  engaged  in  giving  some  earnest  direc- 
tions and  orders  to  Sandu,  who  listened  atten- 
tively, but  seemed  impatient  to  start  on  his 
errand. 

"  Those  are  my  instructions,"  concluded  the 
officer,  "  and  here  is  the  note  for  Major 
Walton,"  and  he  handed  a  little  strip  of  folded 
paper  to  the  Burman,  who  secreted  it  in  his 
clothing,  and  immediately  left  the  cavern. 
Then  turning  to  greet  his  chum  he  continued — 
"  Bravo,  Wat !  That  was  well  done,  old  fellow. 
I  thought  it  best  to  lose  no  time  in  taking 
advantage  of  the  enemy's  confusion.  I've  sent 
the  Major  an  urgent  request  for  assistance/' 

"  That's  right,"  answered  Wat.  "I  only 
hope  it  won't  arrive  too  late." 


CHAPTEE  XXXII. 

CAUGHT   NAPPING. 

THE  remainder  of  the  night  and  all  the  follow- 
ing day  passed  without  further  attempt  at 
molestation  from  the  Dacoits.  This  truce  was 
most  welcome  to  the  weary  adventurers,  who 
wanted  rest  and  sleep  more  than  anything 
else.  Under  Wat's  skilful  treatment  Jack's 
side  was  healing  rapidly,  and  even  Golam's 
broken  limb  had  ceased  to  pain  him. 

"Another  twenty-four  hours  like  the  last 
would  almost  set  me  on  my  legs  again,"  said 
Jack.  "You  ought  to  have  been  a  doctor, 
Wat,  like  your  father." 

"  Ah !  it's  simply  the  antiseptic  treatment 
which  has  done  it,"  replied  Wat,  "  coupled 
with  rest  and  a  good  constitution." 

"And  not  over-feeding,"  laughed  Jack. 
"Dear  me!"  he  continued,  "I  could  eat  a 
good  mutton  chop  or  two  with  some  relish 
now,  if  only  such  a  thing  were  to  be  had ;  and 
Golam  looks  as  if  he  could  do  the  same." 

The   Goorkha's    dark   eyes   sparkled  as  he 
326 
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glanced  up  from  cleaning  his  rifle,  but  he  did 
not  say  anything. 

"  There's  no  mutton  in  our  larder,"  replied 
Wat  cheerily,  "  but  there's  plenty  of  venison, 
which  is  by  no  means  a  bad  substitute.  The 
difficulty  will  be  how  to  cook  it." 

"  We  could  make  a  fire  of  some  of  those 
dry  faggots,"  said  the  lieutenant,  "but  if  we 
did  so  near  the  entrance  we  should  soon  draw 
the  enemy's  bullets  upon  us,  and  if  we  made  it 
here  we  should  stand  a  good  chance  of  being 
suffocated." 

"A  choice  of  evils,  certainly,"  acquiesced 
Wat;  "though  for  the  matter  of  that,"  he 
added  significantly,  "  I  think  suffocation  would 
be  as  likely  to  result  in  one  case  as  in  the 
other." 

"How  so  ? "  inquired  Jack. 

"Why,  don't  you  see,  or  rather  feel,  that 
the  wind  is  blowing  almost  straight  into  the 
cave?" 

"To  be  sure,  and  smell  it,  too,"  answered 
Jack,  briskly ;  "  the  sulphurous  fumes  of 
the  exploded  powder  are  sufficiently  stifling 
already." 

"That  they  are,  without  the  addition  of 
smoke,"  said  Wat. 

"  Hush,  not  so  loud,  old  man.  Fancy  if  the 
enemy  were  to  hear  us  talking  and  take  the 
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hint.  They  might  smoke  us  out  of  this  in  less 
than  an  hour." 

Jack  spoke  with  bated  breath,  and  Wat 
could  see  by  the  dim  light  of  their  little  lamp 
that  his  face  had  turned  ashy  pale. 

"  To  be  sure  they  could.  I  never  thought 
of  that ! "  he  exclaimed,  in  some  dismay. 

"  It's  a  wonder  the  enemy  have  not  thought 
of  it,  though  !  "  whispered  Jack.  "  They  must 
have  been  pretty  badly  demoralised  by  your 
blowing  up  not  to  do  so." 

"  And  doubtless  they  were,"  replied  Wat. 
"  Two  hundred  pounds  of  gunpowder  and  an 
explosive  bullet  could  scarcely  fail  to  have  a 
disconcerting  effect  upon  them." 

"  You  speak  feelingly,  old  chap." 

"  Yes,  I've  not  got  over  it  yet,"  answered 
Wat  gloomily;  "it  gave  me  a  shock,  I  can 
tell  you.  My  nerves " 

"  Hist ! "  interrupted  Eraser.  "  What  was 
that?" 

Jones  stopped  short  and  listened  intently. 

"  I  did  not  hear  anything,"  he  said  presently; 
"  perhaps  it  was  Golam;  he  is  still  pottering 
away  at  that  rifle." 

"Go,"  cried  Jack,  in  a  hoarse  whisper, 
"  stop  burnishing  and  lie  quiet." 

The  Goorkha  obeyed  instantly.  There  was 
a  dead  silence  save  for  the  rustle  of  the  wind 
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in  the  leaves  and  branches  of  the  trees  out- 
side. 

"Pooh!  my  nerves  must  be  going,  too!" 
exclaimed  Jack,  "  it  was  only  the  wind  after 
all." 

"  If  you'll  hold  my  gun  a  minute  and  keep 
an  eye  on  the  entrance,"  said  Wat,  "  I'll  see 
what  I  can  find  to  eat.  We've  had  nothing 
since  mid-day,  and  fasting  doesn't  improve  any 
man's  nerves." 

"  Well,  not  under  such  conditions  as  these, 
at  any  rate,"  acquiesced  Jack 

"  Excuse  the  light  a  minute,"  said  Wat, 
taking  up  the  lamp  and  disappearing  into  the 
inner  cave  or  shaft. 

When  Jones  returned  a  few  minutes  later 
he  brought  with  him  a  bagful  of  biscuits  and 
a  jar  of  wine,  to  which  simple  fare  all  did 
ample  justice,  and  afterwards,  no th withstand- 
ing their  situation,  one  after  another  of  the 
weary  trio  fell  fast  asleep.  Wat  struggled  hard 
for  a  long  time  to  keep  awake,  for  besides  a 
natural  anxiety  not  to  imperil  his  own  life  he 
felt  it  his  duty  to  watch  over  his  wounded 
companions.  But  the  hearty  meal  of  wheaten 
cake  or  biscuits  and  the  abundant  draughts  of 
native  wine,  consumed  late  at  night,  proved 
too  much  for  frail  humanity,  and  even  he  at 
length  dropped  off  into  a  troubled  sleep.  He 
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dreamt  that  he  was  back  again  in  peaceful 
Wales.  He  was  one  of  a  party  who  were 
ferreting  rabbits  in  the  big  oak  wood  on  his 
father's  property.  One  of  the  ferrets  had  laid 
up,  and  he  and  the  keeper  were  trying  to  bolt 
it  by  the  usual  methods. 

As  a  last  resource  they  collected  a  few  hand- 
fuls  of  dead  leaves  and  set  fire  to  them  close  to 
the  mouth  of  a  large  hole  on  the  windward  side 
of  the  burrow.  Then  all  at  once  "Wat  seemed  to 
change  places  with  the  ferret,  for  he  dreamt 
he  was  in  the  burrow  and  the  ferret  was  out- 
side scratching  up  leaves  to  replenish  the  fire. 
He  tried  to  crawl  out,  but  the  dense  smoke 
drove  him  back.  He  cried  for  help  but  the 
keeper  seemed  to  have  gone  away  and  there 
was  no  one  to  hear  him.  The  smoke  pene- 
trated his  nose  and  eyes  and  he  felt  as  if  he 
were  suffocating.  In  his  agony  he  made  one 
desperate  struggle  to  break  away  from  the 
power  which  held  him,  for  he  seemed  at  last  to 
realise  that  it  was  all  a  terrible  nightmare. 
Some  horrible  weight  kept  him  down,  but  a 
final  effort  threw  it  off,  and  with  a  cry  of 
mingled  agony  and  relief  Wat  struggled  to  his 
feet. 

The  next  moment,  however,  he  fell  back 
again,  almost  suffocated  by  the  dense  smoke 
which  in  reality  surrounded  him.  The  whole 
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cavern  was  full  of  it — thick,  stifling,  and  over- 
powering. But  close  to  the  ground  the  atmo- 
sphere was  less  noxious  and  revived  him  once 
more. 

Then,  as  he  remembered  where  he  was,  he 
called  frantically  to  his  companions — "  Jack  ! 
Jack  ! — Golam  ! — "Where  are  you  ? — -"Wake  up, 
wake  up  !  We  shall  be  suffocated  !  " 

But  there  was  no  answer.  So,  winding  a 
handkerchief  round  his  face  to  cover  his  mouth 
and  nose,  he  groped  about  on  hands  and 
knees  in  search  of  them.  Soon  he  found  Jack 
lying  in  a  dead  faint  and  carried — or  rather 
dragged — him  into  the  inner  chamber,  the 
door  of  which  had  luckily  been  closed.  Then 
after  a  moment  or  two  to  recover  his  breath, 
he  returned  for  the  Goorkha  and  found  and 
rescued  him  in  like  manner. 

Once  out  of  the  stifling  smoke  it  was  a 
comparatively  easy  matter  to  restore  the  two 
men  to  consciousness,  for  luckily  they  had 
only  just  been  overcome  when  Wat  succeeded 
in  arousing  himself  and  going  to  their  as- 
sistance. 

"  Where  am  I  ? — what's  happened  ?  "  gasped 
Jack  as  he  opened  his  eyes. 

No  wonder  he  had  lost  his  bearings  for  a 
moment  or  two,  for  it  was  pitchy  dark. 

"  We're  in  the  inner  cavern,"  answered  his 
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chum.  "They've  smoked  us  out  of  the 
other." 

"  Ah,  the  fiends ! "  cried  Jack,  now 
thoroughly  alive  to  his  surroundings  and  all 
that  had  befallen  them.  "  Well,  I  only  wonder 
they  didn't  think  of  it  sooner ;  but  wherc's 
Golam  ?  "  he  added,  quickly. 

"He's  here,  but  still  rather  faint,"  answered 
Wat;  "Pm  just  giving  him  a  mouthful  of 
brandy,  to  help  to  pull  him  round.  He  was 
longer  in  the  smoke  than  we  were." 

"  Ah  !  you  pulled  me  out  first,  I  expect. 
Well,  it's  a  mercy  you  awoke,  old  chap,  or  we 
should  all  have  slept  till  Domesday,"  said  Jack, 
reflectively. 

"  Those  rascally  Dacoits  must  have  been 
preparing  this  little  surprise  for  us  at  the 
very  time  we  were  discussing  the  subject 
last  night  and  hoping  they  would  not  think 
of  it !  " 

"  No  doubt,"  replied  Jack,  "  and  once  we  had 
dropped  off  to  sleep  it  would  be  easy  for  them, 
to  pile  up  the  combustibles  they  had  got  in 
readiness  just  within  the  entrance  of  the  cave. 
A  match  and  the  favourable  direction  of  the 
wind  would  do  the  rest." 

"  It  was  all  my  fault  for  going  to  sleep,"  said 
Wat.  u  I  ought  to  have  kept  a  vigilant  watch; 
then  I  should  have  heard  them,  and  a  few 
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charges  of  buckshot  would  have  cleared  them 
out  pretty  quickly  !  " 

"  Or  provoked  them  to  a  fresh  effort  to  rush 
our  position,''  observed  Jack.  "  However,  all's 
well  that  ends  well ;  so  let's  think  what's  best 
to  be  done  now." 

"Our  arms  are  still  in  the  outer  cavern," 
said  "Wat.  "  I  must  try  and  recover  them." 

"  And  the  lamp  ?  "  queried  Jack. 

"Ah!  that  is  there  too,"  replied  Wat;  "it 
had  become  extinguished,  but  I  think  I  could 
easily  find  it. 

"  I  don't  suppose  the  Dacoits  will  attempt  to 
investigate  the  results  of  their  dastardly  trick 
till  the  smoke's  cleared,"  remarked  Jack, 
"but  the  sooner  we  secure  the  things  the 
better." 

"Yes,  and  now  Golam's  pulled  himself  to- 
gether again  I'll  sally  forth,"  said  "Wat,  as  he 
rose  to  his  feet  and  groped  about  to  find  the 
fastenings  of  the  door. 

"You  shan't  go  alone,"  exclaimed  Jack: 
"  I'll  accompany  you." 

"  That  you  won't,"  replied  Wat  decisively, 
"you're  not  fit.  But  if  you'll  stand  or  kneel 
by  the  door  here  in  readiness  to  open  and  close 
it  for  me  when  I  return  with  the  things  it 
will  be  a  great  help  to  me." 

"  Eight  you  are,  old  chap  ! "  answered  Jack. 
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"  I'll  keep  the  communications  open  and  cover 
your  retreat,  if  need  be,  with  my  revolver  !  " 

"Thanks,  that  will  do  nicely,"  said  "Wat,  as 
he  passed  quickly  through  the  doorway  into 
the  outer  cavern. 

He  had  taken  the  precaution  of  readjusting 
the  wetted  scarf  about  his  mouth  and  nose,  and 
it  was  well  he  had  done  so,  for  the  smoke  still 
remained  as  thick  and  stifling  as  ever  in  that 
extremity  of  the  cave.  This  latter  circumstance 
rather  put  him  off  his  guard,  however,  and 
came  very  near  to  costing  him  dear,  for,  drop- 
ping on  his  hands  and  knees  and  closing  his 
eyes  to  keep  out  the  smoke,  he  went  for- 
ward quite  unsuspectingly. 

He  had  found  one  rifle  and  was  groping 
about  for  the  other  two  and  the  lamp,  when  he 
was  startled  by  the  sound  of  voices  close  at 
hand.  Glancing  up  he  was  horrified  to  see 
three  or  four  Dacoits  advancing  towards  him 
and  looking  like  giants  in  the  murky  atmo- 
sphere. They  had  veils  of  some  thick  cotton 
stuff  to  protect  their  faces,  and  this  circum- 
stance together  with  the  greater  density  of 
the  smoke  where  Wat  was  crouching  accounted 
for  the  fact  that  as  yet  they  had  not  seen 
him. 

It  was  a  critical  moment,  however,  for  if 
he  remained  where  he  was  they  would  certainly 
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stumble  over  him,  and  then  it  might  be  too 
late  to  make  any  effort  to  defend  himself. 
Wat  perceived  this  and  quickly  decided  upon 
a  plan  of  action.  Springing  to  his  feet  and 
uttering  a  loud  "Hurrah!"  he  fired  off  his 
rifle  almost  in  their  faces. 

Completely  taken  by  surprise,  and  scarce 
knowing  whether  this  terrible  apparition  was 
one  of  their  intended  victims  suddenly  come 
to  life  again  and  heading  a  charge  of  his  re- 
doubtable countrymen,  or  some  fiend  in  human 
shape  who  had  come  to  revenge  their  death, 
the  Dacoits  turned  and  fled  precipitately. 

In  his  excitement  and  exultation  at  the 
success  of  his  stratagem,  "Wat  thought  he 
might  follow  up  his  advantage.  He  therefore 
quickly  aimed  and  fired  again  after  the  retreat- 
ing enemy.  The  smoke  had  almost  cleared 
away  from  the  mouth  of  the  cavern,  and  as  it 
was  broad  daylight  outside  the  figures  of  the 
Dacoits  stood  out  very  distinctly  and  offered  an 
easy  mark.  The  shot  evidently  took  effect,  for 
with  a  piercing  shriek  one  of  them  fell  to  the 
ground  just  outside  the  cave. 

The  result,  however,  was  not  what  might 
have  been  expected.  Instead  of  hastening 
the  flight  of  the  others,  it  appeared  to  have 
the  opposite  effect,  for  they  immediately 
halted  and  rallied  round  their  fallen  comrade, 
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firing  their  guns  back  into  the  cavern  as  they 
did  so. 

Luckily  the  bullets  flew  high  and  did  no 
harm,  but  the  noise  brought  a  number  of  other 
Dacoits  to  the  assistance  of  their  fellows.  The 
newcomers  seemed  greatly  incensed  at  the  fall 
of  their  compatriot,  whom  "Wat  began  to  think 
must  have  been  their  chief.  They  first  set  up 
a  dismal  sort  of  howl,  and  then,  rapidly  chang- 
ing into  a  yell  of  concentrated  hate  and  fury, 
they  rushed  madly  into  the  cave.  Even  with- 
out their  vengeful  cries  the  uplifted  dahs  and 
gleaming  eyes  showed  plainly  their  intent. 
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IT  was  now  Wat's  turn  to  fly,  and  it  did  not 
take  him  long  to  realise  the  fact.  Disregard  - 
ing  the  smoke,  he  faced  about  and  rushed  back 
to  the  inner  cave  as  fast  as  his  legs  would 
carry  him. 

The  enraged  Dacoits  were  close  upon  his 
heels,  and  he  almost  expected  to  feel  their 
knives  in  his  back  before  he  could  reach  the 
goal.  Luckily,  however,  the  blinding  smoke 
in  the  interior  of  the  cavern  now  stood  him  in 
good  stead,  for  it  prevented  the  pursuers  from 
seeing  where  to  fire  their  guns  or  throw  their 
dahs. 

u  Open,  Jack,  open ! "  he  cried  ;  and  ere  the 
words  were  well  out  of  his  mouth  the  door  flew 
wide,  and  he  bounded  across  the  threshold. 
Like  hounds  that  have  viewed  their  fox,  the 
Dacoits  were  not  to  be  denied.  They  were 
about  to  follow  their  expected  victim  into  his 
place  of  refuge  when  Jack  confronted  them, 
revolver  in  hand. 

Y  337 
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It  was  pitchy  dark  in  the  little  chamber,  and 
the  first  intimation  the  pursuers  had  of  danger 
was  the  blinding  flash  of  a  pistol  right  in  their 
faces.  This  staggered  them  for  a  moment,  and 
they  sprang  aside  out  of  the  line  of  fire. 

Before  they  could  recover  themselves,  or 
before  their  fellows  who  were  croAvding  after 
them  into  the  cavern  could  arrive,  Wat  seized 
the  opportunity  to  shut  the  door.  Another 
second,  and  he  had  also  pushed  home  the  bolt 
which  secured  it  from  the  inside. 

"Hurrah!  we've  foiled  their  efforts  once 
more,'7  exclaimed  Jack,  triumphantly.  "  I 
begin  to  feel  we  shall  yet  survive  to  enjoy  our 
rubies,  or,  rather,  what  they  will  bring  us." 

"I  can't  say  I  share  your  hopefulness," 
replied  Wat,  despondently.  "  My  nerves  are 
becoming  a  perfect  wreck,  and  another  shave 
of  this  sort  will  about  do  for  me  altogether." 

"  Nonsense,  man ;  this  is  the  worst  of  you ; 
you're  too  mercurial.  One  minute  highly 
elated,  and  the  next  abnormally  depressed.  At 
present  you  are  simply  suffering  from  reaction, 
after  your  exciting  adventure." 

"That  may  be  so,  old  fellow,"  replied  Wat; 
"but  I  don't  see  much  reason  for  congratula- 
tion with  nothing  but  a  few  planks  between  us 
and  a  host  of  bloodthirsty  Burmans.  Just 
listen  how  they're  raging  outside," 
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"  Yes,  they're  like  a  pack  of  hungry  wolves 
disappointed  of  their  prey,"  assented  Jack. 
"But  what  fun  it  would  be,'7  he  added,  cheerily, 
"  if  our  fellows  were  to  arrive  and  catch  the 
whole  mob  of  them,  in  this  cul  de  sac.  And  more 
unlikely  things  have  happened.  Besides,"  he 
went  on,  "the  Major's  not  one  to  let  the  grass 
grow  under  his  feet  when  he  learns  the  straits 
we  are  in." 

"  If  you  really  think  that,"  responded  Wat, 
in  altered  tones,  "we'll  hold  out  to  the 
utmost." 

"I  don't  think,  I'm  sure  of  it,"  asseverated 
Jack;  "  so  let's  consider  what's  best  to  be 
done." 

At  that  moment  a  fresh  chorus  of  howls 
and  lamentations  arose  outside  their  little 
prison. 

"Hark!  what's  the  meaning  of  that?" 
inquired  Wat,  apprehensively. 

Fraser  did  not  reply,  but  placed  his  ear  close 
to  the  door  and  listened  intently.  After  a 
while  the  lamentations  gave  place  to  shouts  and 
mutterings. 

"  Bravo !  you've  just  earned  ten  thousand 
rupees  !  "  exclaimed  the  lieutenant,  excitedly. 

"How   so?    What  do  you  mean,    Jack?" 
was  Wat's  astonished  query. 
^  Why,  it   seems  you've    wiped   out   that 
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serpent  Wadda,  alias  the  redoubtable  Dacoit 
chief  Ningo !  " 

"No!  Do  you  really  mean  it?"  asked 
Wat. 

"  To  be  sure  I  do,"  answered  Jack,  sharply ; 
for,  to  tell  the  truth,  he  could  not  help  feeling 
a  trifle  jealous  of  his  chum's  good  fortune ; 
"  that's  what  all  the  hubbub  is  about,  and  it 
explains  their  hot  pursuit  of  you.  My  word  !  " 
he  added  quietly,  "  how  mad  they  must  have 
been  when  they  found  their  chief  was  mortally 
wounded." 

"I'm  awfully  sorry  I  fired,"  said  Wat, 
naively.  "  I  never  intended  to  kill  anyone — 
only  to  frighten  them,  you  know." 

"  There's  nothing  to  be  sorry  about,  stupid ; 
you've  rid  the  country  of  a  terrible  scourge,  if 
half  the  reports  are  true,  to  say  nothing  of 
gaming  the  big  reward  for  Ningo's  capture 
'  dead  or  alive.' >: 

"  Perhaps  he  thought  he  only  was  doing  his 
duty— fighting  for  his  country,  like  a  good 
patriot,"  answered  Wat;  "and  as  for  the 
reward,  I  wouldn't  touch  a  siogle  rupee  of  it. 
No  blood-money  for  me,  thank  you  !  " 

"Umph !  you're  an  odd  fellow,  and  no  mis- 
take," said  Jack;  why  the  villain  has  just  been 
doing  his  level  best  to  suffocate  us  in  our 
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sleep— and  very  nearly  succeeded  too,"  he 
added,  significantly. 

"Well,  I  suppose  you  soldiers  get  a  little 
callous.  For  my  part,  I  hate  the  thought  of 
taking  life  except  in  self-defence,  and  then 
only  as  the  very  last  resort." 

"  Ah  !  but  one  may  carry  that  very  esti- 
r.iable  principle  a  trifle  too  far,  you  know  ;  to 
quote  a  case  in  point,  there  was  poor  Smith 
of  the  Guides,  as  nice  a " 

"  Good  gracious  !  what's  that  ?  "  interrupted 
Wat,  as  all  at  once  a  great  shuffling  of  feet  was 
heard  in  the  outer  cavern,  accompanied  by  a 
sound  as  of  some  heavy  body  being  dragged 
along  the  floor. 

"  Our  doom !  "  exclaimed  Eraser.  "  I  mean," 
he  corrected  himself,  "  it's  our  implacable  foes 
bringing  a  log,  or  battering-ram  of  some  sort 
to  break  in  the  door."  And  hastily  striking  a 
match  as  he  spoke  he  commenced  searching 
about  for  some  means  of  barricading  the 
latter. 

"  How  long  do  you  suppose  it  will  take 
them  to  force  their  way  in  ? "  asked  Wat, 
anxiously. 

"  Less  than  five  minutes,"  was  Jack's  de- 
spondent answer,  "  unless  wre  can  move  this 
heavy  ladder  against  the  door;  and  I  fear  it  is 
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fastened  to  the  platform  above,"  he  added, 
almost  despairingly,  as  with  Wat's  assistance 
he  endeavoured  in  vain  to  move  it. 

"  "Why  not  move  up  it,  instead,  to  the  higher 
regions?"  suggested  Wat.  u  I  think  I  could 
carry  Golam  if  you  helped  him  on  to  my  back. 
We  might  hold  out  there  for  a  long  time." 

"  Never  mind  me,  Sahib,"  interposed  the 
Goorkha,  feebly;  "I  can  die  here  as  well  as 
elsewhere.  Save  yourselves." 

"  All  or  none,  my  good  fellow,"  replied  Jack. 
"  We  ain't  going  to  desert  the  man  who  saved 
our  lives  so  recently  ;  so  up  with  you  !  "  And 
as  gently  and  speedily  as  possible  he  helped 
the  soldier  on  to  Wat's  broad  back. 

As  he  did  so  a  ponderous  blow  on  the  door 
made  the  timbers  crack  and  apprised  them  that 
there  was  no  time  to  lose. 

Poor  Golam  suffered  terribly  as  his  stalwart 
bearer  mounted  the  long  ladder,  but  he  bore  it 
without  a  groan.  Eraser  likewise  found  it  a 
painful  process  as  he  climbed  slowly  after  his 
companions.  Each  upward  step  seemed  to  re- 
open his  wound  anew.  But  at  length  the  first 
stage  was  accomplished,  and  all  three  were 
glad  to  stay  and  rest  awhile  on  the  narrow 
platform. 

Meanwhile  blow  succeeded  blow  on  the 
little  door  below,  and  each  moment  they  ex- 
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peeled  to  hear  it  give  way.  Luckily  it  was 
constructed  of  stout  teak  planks,  and  had  been 
designed  by  the  Dacoit  chieftain  to  stand  rough 
usage.  Still,  nothing  could  long  withstand 
such  heavy  battering,  and  it  was  evident  that 
the  hinges  and  bolts  were  gradually  being 
loosened,  and  would  soon  collapse  altogether. 

killavc  you  brought  up  my  rifle  with 
you  ?"  asked  Wat,  as  soon  as  he  could  recover 
Ids  breath,  after  the  exertion  of  carrying 
Golam. 

"  Yes,"  answered  Jack;  "I  slung  it  across 
my  shoulders  before  following  your  lead.  We 
shall  most  likely  have  need  of  it  presently." 

u  Ay,  only  too  soon,  I  fear ;  listen  to  that ! 
Another  blow  like  that  and  the  fiends " 

Wat's  voice  was  drowned  in  the  noise  of  a 
terrific  crash,  followed  by  yells  of  triumph 
from  the  besiegers.  The  door  had  Mien  in, 
and  in  a  few  moments  the  bottom  of  the  shaft 
was  filled  with  Dacoits,  to  judge  by  the 
uproar. 

"  We  must  push  on  if  we  mean  to  save  our 
skins,"  said  Jack.  "  Now,  Golam,  up  with 
you,"  he  continued. 

Wat  was  bending  down  on  hands  and  knees  to 
enable  the  Goorkha,  with  Jack's  assistance,  to 
scramble  on  to  his  back  again  when  a  shot  was 
fired  from  below.  The  flash  lighted  up  the 
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whole  shaft  for  a  second  or  two,  and  discovered 
the  fugitives  to  their  implacable  foes.  This 
was  evident  from  the  yell  which  followed. 

"  It's  useless  to  attempt  the  next  stage," 
cried  Wat,  springing  to  his  feet  ;  "  they're 
already  on  the  ladder,  and  would  catch  us 
before  we  were  half-way  to  the  second 
landing." 

"  You're  right,  old  chap  ;  can't  we  unship 
the  ladder,  and  throw  it  back  with  them?" 
replied  Jack. 

"  No,  it's  secured  with  iron  holdfasts,  and  I 
cannot  move  it,"  was  the  discouraging  answer. 

"  Then  Heaven  help  us !  "  exclaimed  Jack, 
drawing  his  revolver. 

"  Heaven  help  that  wretch  !  "  was  Wat's 
grim  response,  as  he  hurled  the  foremost 
assailant  backwards  ere  he  could  set  foot  upon 
the  platform,  his  energies,  as  usual,  rising  to 
the  emergency. 

The  Dacoit  fell  with  a  shriek  upon  the  crowd 
below,  and  for  a  moment  or  two  the  assault 
was  checked. 

The  two  Englishmen  were  not  slow  in  fol- 
lowing up  their  advantage.  Fraser  unslung 
the  rifle  from  his  shoulders,  and  fired  down 
upon  the  discomfited  mob,  while  his  comrade 
discharged  his  revolver  at  those  on  the  ladder, 
thus  completing  their  confusion. 


At  Bay  on  the  Landing. — See  p.  344. 
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"Now  for  it,"  cried  Wat.  "  There's  no 
time  to  lose ;  lend  a  hand  with  the  Goorkha." 

u  Oh,  never  mind  me,  Sahibs  ;  save  your- 
selves. I  am  stronger  now;  I  can  fight  the 
budmashes  here,  and  give  you  time  to  escape." 
And  the  brave  little  chap  drew  his  kookrie  and 
brandished  it  above  his  head  to  show  how  able 
he  was  to  use  it. 

The  purer  air  had  marvellously  revived  the 
soldier,  and  he  looked  quite  fierce  as  he  sat  up 
in  the  semi-darkness  flourishing  his  murderous 
weapon.  But,  disregarding  his  protests,  the 
young  Englishmen  lifted  him  up,  and  he  was 
borne  away  as  before  on  Wat's  shoulders. 

"I'll  remain  here  for  awhile  and  keep  the 
niggers  back  until  you've  reached  the  cock- 
loft," said  Jack,  in  a  hoarse  whisper. 

" Thanks,  old  fellow;  I  won't  be  long," 
replied  Wat,  in  the  same  low  tone. 

Owing  to  the  door  at  the  foot  of  the  shaft 
being  forced  in,  a  strange  mixture  of  daylight 
and  smoke  was  now  gradually  penetrating  from 
the  outer  cavern;  and  as  it  slowly  dispersed 
the  darkness  the  Dacoits  commenced  firing  up 
at  the  fugitives. 

Luckily,  however,  the  latter  were  still 
scarcely  discernible,  while  the  Dacoits  became 
more  plainly  visible  every  moment.  All  their 
bullets  flew  very  wide,  and  Jack  wisely  re- 
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frainod  from  replying  to  the  shots  (though  he 
might  easily  have  done  so  with  effect),  as  he 
did  not  wish  to  betray  his  whereabouts  more 
distinctly. 

At  length,  emboldened  by  the  silence  of  the 
Feringh.ee  guns,  the  assailants  plucked  up  heart 
to  attempt  another  rush.  With  fierce  yells  and 
shouts  they  once  more  clustered  up  the  ladder, 
led  by  a  powerful  warrior  armed  with  a  long 
lance. 

At  this  critical  moment  Jack  discovered 
that  there  was  only  one  charge  in  the  rifle, 
and  that  he  had  no  cartridges  of  the  proper 
gauge  in  his  pouch.  The  leading  Dacoit  was 
already  half-way  up  the  ladder,  and  it  was  no 
time  for  hesitation  ;  he,  therefore,  leaned  over 
the  edge  of  the  platform,  and,  taking  as  good 
an  aim  as  possible  in  the  dim  light,  fired. 

The  spear-armed  warrior  gave  a  yell,  and 
fell  backwards  with  a  bullet  through  his 
shoulder,  carrying  several  of  his  supporters 
down  with  him.  But  the  Dacoits  were  now 
thoroughly  in  earnest,  and  the  check  was  only 
momentary.  Almost  before  the  Englishman 
could  draw  back  a  dozen  guns  were  discharged 
at  him,  and  a  fresh  lot  of  warriors  sprang  up 
the  ladder. 

A  bullet  had  grazed  Jack's  temple,  and, 
half  stunned  by  it  and  blinded  with  blood  from 


In  the  Nick  of  Time.  347 

the  wound,  he  was  no  longer  in  a  condition  to 
resist  the  onset.  He  fell,  but  struggled  to  his 
feet  again,  and  clubbed  his  rifle.  It  was  use- 
less; he  had  scarcely  strength  enough  to  stand, 
much  less  to  fight.  The  cave  seemed  to  be 
turning  round  with  him,  and  the  Dacoits  to  be 
descending  from  above  instead  of  ascending 
from  below.  He  reeled  forward,  and  would 
have  fallen  upon  the  points  of  their  spears  had 
not  a  strong  hand  at  that  moment  grasped  him 
from  behind  and  dragged  him  back  against  the 
wall. 

It  was  Wat,  who,  after  depositing  his  burden 
in  the  upper  cave,  returned  in  the  very  nick  of 
time  to  save  his  chum's  life. 


CHAPTER     XXXIV. 

FOR  DEAR  LIFE. 

As  Jack  fell  fainting  on  the  narrow  landing 
his  rescuer  snatched  the  rifle  from  his  nerveless 
grasp.  Swinging  it  aloft  he  brought  the  butt 
end  down  with  tremendous  force  upon  the  fore- 
most Dacoit,  who  had  just  reached  the  top  of 
the  ladder  and  was  about  to  spring  upon  the 
platform. 

Wat  was  always  at  his  best  in  a  melee. 
His  constitutional  indolence  and  self- distrust 
vanished  when  the  time  for  action  arrived,  and 
the  greater  the  odds  and  more  imminent  the 
danger,  the  higher  his  spirits  rose.  With  his 
magnificent  physique  and  iron  muscles  he  was 
a  dangerous  antagonist  at  such  times.  He 
fairly  seemed  to  revel  in  the  fray,  and  this 
remarkable  phase  of  his  character  was  quite  as 
curious  a  revelation  to  himself  as  to  his  friend 
Jack.  It  had  been  quite  unsuspected  by  both 
until  called  forth  by  the  dangers  and  exigencies 
of  this  eventful  expedition.  Though  why  it 
should  have  been  so  it  is  not  easy  to  say,  as 
348 
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much  the  same  qualities  are  required  in  a  good 
soldier  as  in  a  good  football  player  or  cricketer, 
and  in  these  games  Wat  had  always  excelled. 

In  vain  the  Dacoit  interposed  his  shield  of 
tough  buffalo-hide ;  the  clubbed  rifle  descended 
with  irresistible  force  and  knocked  both  shield 
and  bearer  into  the  depths  below.  A  second 
assailant  who  managed  to  seize  the  weapon 
before  Wat  could  recover  it  fared  no  better, 
for  the  young  Briton  quickly  wrenched  it  from 
his  grasp  and  sent  him  headlong  after  his 
leader. 

Then  a  panic  seized  the  rest  of  the  storming 
party  and  they  scurried  down  the  ladder  faster 
than  they  had  come  up.  But  their  places  were 
instantly  taken  by  fresh  combatants,  and  the 
struggle  was  renewed  as  fiercely  as  before. 
Wat  wielded  his  rifle  with  desperate  energy, 
sweeping  his  assailants  from  the  landing  as 
fast  as  they  set  foot  upon  it.  But  even  his 
strength  and  endurance  were  limited,  and 
bleeding  as  he  was  from  more  than  one  wound 
he  must  soon  have  succumbed  to  numbers. 

Luckily,  by  this  time  Eraser  had  sufficiently 
recovered  his  senses  to  realise  what  was  taking 
place.  With  characteristic  coolness  he  first 
pulled  out  his  brandy-flask  and  took  a  good 
draught  of  the  reviving  liquor,  and  then  he 
sat  up  and  deliberately  set  about  re-loading 
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his  empty  revolver.  This  clone  he  awaited  a 
favourable  opportunity  to  use  it  to  the  best 
advantage. 

He  had  not  long  to  wait,  for  a  minute  later 
two  demoniacal-looking  warriors  succeeded  in 
gaining  a  footing  on  the  platform  ;  and  while 
one  seized  Wat's  rifle  the  other  levelled  his 
spear  at  his  breast.  A  moment's  delay  on 
Eraser's  part  or  an  incorrect  aim,  and  all  would 
have  been  over  with  his  chum,  but  the  lieu- 
tenant proved  equal  to  the  emergency.  His 
wrist  was  firm  and  his  sight  true.  As  the  report 
of  the  rifle  rang  out  and  reverberated  through  the 
deep  shaft  it  was  accompanied  by  a  death  yell, 
and  the  dusky  spearman  fell  prone  upon  the 
narrow  landing, 

"  Well  done,  Sahib  ! "  cried  a  shrill  voice 
above,  at  this  moment,  "  well  done,  Sahibs  ! " 

It  was  the  little  Goorkha,  who  feeling  so 
much  revived  by  the  better  air  and  the  sounds 
of  battle,  had  dragged  himself  to  the  landing 
overhead  and  was  peering  down  upon  the  fray. 
If  the  two  white  men  could  have  spared  a 
glance  upwards  they  would  have  seen  their 
coloured  brother-in-arms  brandishing  his 
kookrie  and  looking  much  as  though  he  would 
throw  himself  down  upon  the  enemy  from  his 
lofty  perch.  But  Wat  and  Jack  had  all  their 
attention  taken  up  in  trying  to  defend  them- 
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selves,  for  although  the  former  managed  to 
dispose  of  the  lusty  fellow  who  had  seized  his 
uplifted  rifle  the  effort  still  further  exhausted 
him.  With  scarce  strength  enough  remaining 
to  wield  the  heavy  weapon  any  longer  he  would 
have  fallen  an  easy  victim  to  those  who  followed, 
had  not  Jack  maintained  so  deadly  a  fire  that 
no  Dacoit  who  set  foot  upon  the  landing  lived 
to  reach  him. 

This  hot  reception  caused  a  temporary  lull 
in  the  enemy's  attack,  and  Jack  seized  the 
opportunity  to  try  and  reload  his  revolver. 
Wat's  pistol  was  unfortunately  of  a  different 
calibre,  and  as  he  had  already  exhausted  the 
very  limited  supply  of  reserve  ammunition 
which  he  had  brought  with  him  from  Mandalay, 
the  weapon  was  quite  useless.  He  did  not, 
however,  neglect  so  favourable  a  chance  to  re- 
charge his  rifle.  Opening  the  breech  he 
quickly  inserted  a  couple  of  cartridges.  This 
done  he  felt  that  he  had  at  least  secured  to 
himself  a  further  respite  from  death — if  it 
were  only  a  few  minutes.  And  minutes  were 
precious,  for  neither  he  nor  his  chum  quite 
despaired  of  rescue  even  yet.  Life  is  strong  in 
the  young,  and  these  men  came  of  a  race  which 
is  provcrbialy  slow  in  acknowledging  defeat. 
.They  still  clung  to  the  hope  that  a  force  of 
Goorkhas  might  arrive  in  time  to  save  them. 
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It  was  now  some  thirty-six  hours  since  Sandu 
had  started  with  a  note  to  Major  Walton. 
The  distance  to  the  station  could  not  be  much 
more  than  forty  miles  in  a  direct  line,  and  they 
were  thoroughly  convinced  that  the  friendly 
Burman  would  spare  no  effort  to  cover  the 
distance  in  the  shortest  possible  time.  It  was 
equally  certain  that  the  Major  would  despatch 
a  rescue  party  of  picked  men  within  half  an 
hour  of  receiving  word  of  their  situation. 
There  was  a  small  steam  launch  belonging 
to  the  station,  and  if  this  chanced  to  be 
available  the  soldiers  could  be  carried  up  the 
Tegu  and  landed  at  the  mouth  of  the  stream 
where  the  adventurers  had  camped  their 
first  night,  within  twenty  miles  of  the  Dacoit 
cavern. 

The  young  Englishmen,  therefore,  reckoned 
that  even  supposing  their  messenger  occupied 
all  the  first  day  in  doing  the  forty  and  odd 
miles  to  the  station  they  might  reasonably 
expect  the  rescuers  by  this  time.  Ho\v  many 
times  had  they  turned  the  matter  over  in  their 
minds  and  how  many  times  come  to  the  same 
conclusion  !  It  all  seemed  to  hang  upon  the 
question  of  the  launch.  If  that  had  not  gone 
on  one  of  its  periodical  trips  down  the 
Irrawaddy  to  bring  up  supplies  for  the 
garrison,  or  taken  a  party  of  officers  and  their 
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servants  up  the  smaller  stream  for  a  few  days' 
shooting  all  would  surely  be  well. 

Supposing  it  took  an  hour  to  muster  and  de- 
spatch the  men  to  the  boat,  four  or  five  hours 
to  reach  the  mouth  of  the  stream  which  drained 
the  lakes,  and  five  or  six  more  of  quick  march- 
ing to  Ningo's  newly-found  hiding-place ! 
That  was  about  the  way  Jack  and  his  chum 
figured  it  out. 

They  knew,  of  course,  that  there  was  the 
usual  chapter  of  accidents  to  be  reckoned 
with ;  but  still,  barring  anything  serious — 
such  as  the  capture  or  disabling  of  their  mes- 
senger or  the  absence  of  the  launch — it  was 
quite  possible  for  help  to  arrive  by  this  time. 

It  was  this  comforting  knowledge  that  buoyed 
them  up  when  otherwise  the  desperate  nature  of 
their  situation  would  have  been  overwhelming. 

Wat's  satisfaction  at  the  thought  of  once 
more  having  his  rifle  fully  charged  was  of  very 
brief  duration.  Hearing  a  noise  as  of  feet  on 
the  ladder,  he  endeavoured  to  draw  back  the 
safety-bolt  in  readiness  to  fire  at  the  first 
enemy  who  appeared.  To  his  surprise  and  dis- 
comfiture he  could  not  move  it.  The  rough 
usage  he  had  put  the  weapon  to  had  deranged 
its  mechanism,  and  it  would  be  impossible  to 
discharge  it. 

No  wonder  an  exclamation  of  mingled  annoy- 
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ance  and  despair  escaped  the  faint  and  wearied 
man  at  this  discovery. 

"  What's  up,  old  chap ;  haven't  you  any  car- 
tridges ? "  inquired  Fraser,  looking  round  at 
his  chum,  who  was  almost  hidden  behind  a 
heap  of  fallen  Dacoits. 

"Yes,  plenty,  but  they're  no  use;  the  gun's 
broken!" 

"Broken;  how  very  unfortunate!"  exclaimed 
Jack.  Then,  after  a  slight  pause,  he  continued  : 
"  but  small  wonder,  the  way  you've  been  using 
it !  Just  wait  till  I've  reloaded  my  pistol  and 
I'll  have  a  look  at  it." 

"  Look  out,  man ! "  cried  Wat  at  that  in- 
stant. "The  fiends  are  coming  again,  I  be- 
lieve!" 

There  seemed,  in  truth,  to  be  a  great  com- 
motion amongst  the  crowd  below. 

"  Hist !  what  was  that  ?  "  replied  Jack,  ceas- 
ing for  a  moment  from  his  occupation,  and 
listening  intently.  "  Yes,  indeed,"  he  con- 
tinued, with  the  greatest  excitement  after  the 
momentary  pause :  "  You're  right,  old  fellow ; 
'  the  fiends  are  coming  ; '  but  they're  coming 
to  our  aid.  Hark  !  I  can  hear  the  firing ;  and 
what  a  cheer.  Hurrah !  hurrah ! "  and  in 
his  joyous  excitement  he  cheered  again  and 
again  at  the  top  of  his  voice,  for  he  had  recog- 
nised the  shouts  of  his  gallant  Goorkhas. 
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His  exultation  was  a  little  premature,  how- 
ever, and  nearly  proved  fatal  to  the  lives  of  the 
whole  party.  Golam,  too,  had  heard  the  well- 
known  voices  of  his  comrades,  and  was,  if  pos- 
sible, even  more  carried  away  by  their  victorious 
shouts  than  his  officer,  whose  answering  cheers 
he  echoed  and  re-echoed  with  wild  abandon. 

Some  of  the  fiercest  and  most  desperate  of  the 
robber  band  took  advantage  of  their  enemy's 
excitement  to  make  one  more  determined  effort 
to  wipe  out  the  Feringhees  before  their  friends 
could  interfere.  With  agile  and  noiseless 
bounds  they  sprang  up  the  ladder — spears  and 
swords  in  their  hands  and  hate  and  fury  in 
their  eyes.  As  the  foremost  reached  the  top 
and  sprang  unopposed  upon  the  landing,  they 
uttered  a  fierce  and  blood-curdling  yell  that 
drowned  all  other  sounds,  and  struck  dismay 
into  the  hearts  of  their  intended  victims. 

But  this  was  only  for  a  moment.  Completely 
taken  by  surprise  and  off  their  guard  though 
they  were,  the  two  young  Englishmen  speedily 
recovered  themselves. 

"Look  out!"  cried  Wat,  clubbing  his  rifle 
once  more,  and  springing  to  his  feet  to  meet 
the  terrible  onslaught. 

But  the  platform  was  already  deluged  with 
blood,  and  in  his  weakness  he  slipped,  and  fell 
forward  upon  the  slain  Dacoits  in  front  of  him 
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The  loud  report  of  Jack's  revolver  reverberated 
through  the  cavern  at  the  same  instant,  and 
Wat  felt  some  heavy  body  fall  on  the  top  of 
him.  More  reports  followed  in  quick  suc- 
cession. The  yells  died  away  in  groans  for  a 
brief  space  ;  then  they  rose  again  fiercer  than 
ever.  The  platform  seemed  crowded  with 
struggling  men. 

"  Help !  help  !  "  cried  Jack,  in  tones  of  dire 
extermity. 

Wat  made  a  great  effort  to  rise  in  response 
to  them,  but  he  was  too  weak  to  throw  off  the 
heavy  body  which  lay  across  him. 

It  seemed  as  if  the  end  had  come  for  both  of 
them,  just  when  help  had  almost  reached  them. 
Wat  expected  every  moment  to  feel  the  point 
of  a  sword  or  spear,  or  several  of  them,  enter- 
ing his  back  or  ribs.  While  Jack  was  fighting 
manfully  for  life  against  a  host  of  Dacoits — 
some  upon  the  platform,  and  others  thrusting 
at  him  with  their  spears  from  the  top  of  the 
landing. 

His  pistol  was  empty,  but  he  had  snatched 
a  sword  and  shield  from  one  of  the  fallen 
Dacoits,  and  was  using  them  to  some  purpose. 
Still  the  odds  were  too  great,  even  if  he  had 
been  fresh  and  unwounded.  He  was  forced  to 
give  way,  and  each  step  he  took  backwards 
made  room  for  more  of  the  storming  party  to 
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gain  a  footing  on  the  landing.  In  another 
half-minute  he  must  have  been  overwhelmed 
and  cut  to  pieces,  together  with  his  chum. 

It  seemed  doubly  hard  to  have  to  die  with 
the  cheers  of  the  Goorkhas  already  ringing  in 
his  ears  as  they  fought  their  way  to  the 
rescue ;  and  in  his  sore  extremity  and  bitter- 
ness the  young  soldier  uttered  an  agonized  cry 
for  help. 

That  cry  was  not  in  vain,  for,  as  if  in  re- 
sponse, at  that  very  moment  a  heavy  object 
came  crushing  down  from  above  upon  the 
heads  of  his  assailants.  Two  of  the  latter 
were  instantly  dashed  to  the  ground  with  frac- 
tured skulls,  and  several  others  were  badly 
wounded.  This  strange  missile  was  almost  im- 
mediately followed  by  another,  which  created 
similar  havoc ;  while  both  were  accompanied 
by  yells  and  jeers  such  as  no  white  man's 
throat  could  utter. 

It  was  the  work  of  the  plucky  little  Goorkha, 
who,  notwithstanding  his  broken  leg,  had 
managed  to  drag  a  couple  of  empty  wine -jars 
— huge  earthenware  things — to  the  edge  of 
the  landing  above,  and  drop  them,  with  un- 
erring aim  upon  the  heads  of  the  victorious 
Dacoits. 

The  death-dealing  missiles  turned  the  scale 
at  a  most  critical  moment.  The  Dacoits  who 
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were  not  killed  or  disabled  fled  panic-stricken 
down  the  ladder  to  join  their  equally  demora- 
lised countrymen  below.  For  in  spite  of  all 
their  efforts — and,  to  give  them  their  due,  they 
made  a  stubborn  resistance  at  first — the  re- 
lieving force  had  driven  them  back  step  by 
step  until  they  were  all  penned  helplessly  into 
the  shaft  at  the  extremity  of  the  cavern. 


CHAPTER  XXXV. 

DELIVERANCE    AND  A  DELUGE. 

IT  took  some  little  time  for  Jack  to  fully  realise 
what  had  happened.  Exhausted  by  his  almost 
superhuman  exertions  he  leaned  back  against 
the  rock  wall,  scarcely  able  to  breathe.  He 
seemed  to  have  died  a  hundred  deaths  already 
and  could  scarcely  believe  he  was  still  in  the 
land  of  the  living,  and  that  his  fierce  assailants 
had  fled. 

Next  he  took  to  wondering  what  and  whence 
were  the  missiles  which  had  so  opportunely 
overwhelmed  his  assailants  or  put  them  to  an 
ignominious  flight.  He  could  only  suppose  it 
must  have  been  Golam's  doing,  but  how  he 
had  managed  so  effective  a  coup  was  more  than 
he  could  imagine. 

However,  his  first  care  as  soon  as  he  had 
regained  a  modicum  of  strength  and  breath 
was  to  succour  his  comrade  from  his  un- 
pleasant situation.  "Weak  as  he  himself  was,  it 
was  beyond  his  power  to  drag  the  fallen  Dacoits 
away  so  that  Wat  could  rise  from  his  prostrate 
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position,  but  he  managed  to  make  the  latter 
much  easier.  He  also  refreshed  him  with  a 
drink  from  his  flask  and  cheered  him  with  the 
news  that  the  enemy  was  defeated. 

"I  hope  to  goodness  they '11  not  rally  again," 
exclaimed  Wat,  feebly,  "for  I  should  Late 
above  all  things  to  be  slaughtered  like  a  sheep, 
without  any  power  to  help  myself." 

"No  fear  of  that,  old  chap,"  replied  Jack, 
as  he  bound  a  handkerchief  round  his  comrade's 
bleeding  head.  "  Hark  !  "  he  continued,  "  our 
fellows  are  carrying  everything  before  them. 
The  Goorkhas  are  perfect  fiends  at  close 
quarters;  they'll  soon  be  in  the  shaft  itself 
now." 

"And  suppose  the  Dacoits,  driven  to  des- 
peration, make  one  more  effort  to  escape  this 
way  ?  "  asked  Wat. 

Jack  comprehended  the  significance  of  the 
question ;  but,  luckily,  there  was  no  need  to 
reply,  for  just  then  there  was  a  great  commo- 
tion below,  followed  by  a  hearty  British  cheer. 
Then  a  loud,  clear  voice  was  heard  demanding 
the  surrender  of  the  Dacoits  on  pain  of  instant 
death. 

The  words  were  emphasized  by  the  rattle  of 
arms,  and  the  doorway  suddenly  bristled  with 
bayonets  and  rifle  barrels,  backed  by  the 
gleaming  eyes  of  the  victorious  Goorkhas. 
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The  wretched  Dacoits  were  caught  like  rats 
in  a  trap.  A  few  of  them  made  a  rush  for  the 
ladder,  but  ere  they  could  mount  half-way  up 
it,  a  volley  rang  out  from  the  levelled  rifles 
and  swept  them  down  to  a  man. 

After  this  there  was  no  further  resistance, 
the  cowed  warriors  threw  down  their  arms  and 
begged  for  mercy. 

*  *  #  * 

"  So  ho,  you  youngsters  seem  to  have  had 
an  uncommonly  bad  time  of  it !  "  was  Major 
Walton's  comment  a  few  hours  later,  after 
listening  to  a  full  report  from  Lieutenant 
Eraser  of  all  that  had  occurred. 

The  two  men  were  seated  with  their  backs 
against  a  rock  on  the  summit  of  the  knoll ;  and 
in  a  cosy  hut  formed  of  reeds  and  branches, 
close  by,  lay  poor  Wat.  He  was  quite  delirious 
and  was  giving  the  regimental  surgeon  no  little 
trouble  and  anxiety.  At  the  same  time  the 
hardy  Golam  was  being  attended  to  by  his  own 
comrades  at  their  bivouac  on  the  opposite  side 
of  the  little  enclosure. 

After  having  the  rescued  men  conveyed  out 
of  the  cavern  to  the  purer  air  on  the  top  of  the 
hill,  Major  Walton  had  set  a  strong  guard  at 
the  mouth  of  the  cavern  to  prevent  his  prisoners 
from  escaping.  He  had  then  made  a  rapid 
survey  of  the  position,  and  speedily  recognising 
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its  strategic  advantages  had  decided  upon 
remaining  there  until  next  day,  strengthening 
still  further  its  defences,  and  leaving  a  small 
temporary  garrison  in  possession  until  he  had 
time  to  communicate  with  the  authorities  at 
headquarters. 

"  It  is  the  most  extraordinary  adventure  I 
ever  heard  of,"  continued  the  Major,  lighting 
a  cheroot;  "and  what's  more,"  he  added 
emphatically,  "  you've  rendered  the  State  a 
service  in  ridding  the  country  of  Ningo  and  his 
band  of  cut-throats.  It  was  only  the  day  before 
your  messenger  arrived  that  I  heard  from  one 
of  my  native  spies  that  the  robber  chief  had 
returned  with  augmented  forces  to  this  neigh- 
bourhood. It  seems  that  after  the  whacking 
we  gave  him  last  autumn  he  has  been  com- 
mitting all  sorts  of  depredations  on  the  peaceful 
tribesmen  higher  up  the  river." 

"Then  I'm  glad  we  knocked  up  against 
him,"  said  Jack,  "  though  nothing  was  further 
from  our  intentions,  as  you  may  suppose. 
And,"  added  the  lieutenant  quickly,  "  the  real 
credit  of  Ningo's  extinction  belongs  to  my 
chum.  It  was  he  who  encountered  and  shot 
the  chief  in  the  cavern  without  knowing  who 
he  was." 

"Well  then,  he'll  be  entitled  to  the  adver- 
tised reward,"  answered  the  Major;  "though 


"  Until  Further  Orders."  363 

I  think  he  ought  to  share  it  with  you  and 
Golam  and  that  friendly  Dacoit,  who  carried 
your  note  to  me  at  such  great  risk  and  in  such  a 
marvellously  short  time." 

"From  what  he  says,  I  don't  think  he'll 
touch  a  penny  of  it  himself,"  replied  Jack ; 
"  he  calls  it  blood-money." 

The  Major  raised  his  eyebrows,  but  made  no 
remark.  He  seemed  to  be  thinking  of  some- 
thing more  pressingly  important.  After  a 
lengthy  pause,  during  which  he  puffed  away 
vigorously  at  his  cheroot,  he  said,  "I've  made 
up  iny  mind  to  retain  this  wonderful  little 
fortalice  until  I  have  had  time  to  communicate 
with  headquarters  on  the  subject.  It  strikes 
me  it  will  form  a  most  useful  outpost,  and  be  of 
great  assistance  in  suppressing  any  further 
attempts  at  dacoity  in  this  district.  But  there 
is  another  consideration — which  perhaps  you 
will  think  I  ought  to  have  put  first,"  added  the 
Major,  smiling,  "  and  that  is  the  total  unfitness 
of  your  friend,  and  of  you  too  for  that  matter,, 
for  the  fatigues  of  the  march.  Indeed,  the 
doctor  declines  to  sanction  Mr.  Jones's  removal 
for  some  days.  Under  these  circumstances  you 
may  consider  yourself  in  charge  of  the  post  and 
the  wounded  until  further  orders." 

Fraser  almost  jumped  for  joy  at  the  possi- 
bilities this  unlooked-for  commission  opened 
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up ;  but,  controlling  himself  by  a  great  effort, 
lie  merely  saluted  and  waited  for  whatever 
might  follow. 

"  I  shall  leave  you  twenty  men  as  a  garrison, 
and  will  despatch  a  sufficient  supply  of 
ammunition  to  you  as  soon  as  I  get  back  to 
the  Station,"  were  the  officer's  concluding 
words,  as  he  rose  and  walked  away  to  make 
his  dispositions  for  the  night. 

"  How  very  fortunate  ! "  soliloquized  Jack, 
when  he  found  himself  alone.  "  The  doctor 
says  I  shall  be  as  right  as  a  trivet  in  two  or 
three  days,  and  that  he  hopes  to  have  Wat  on 
his  legs  again  before  the  week's  out.  It  will 
take  at  least  a  fortnight  for  the  Major  to  make 
his  report  and  get  an  answer  from  the  Com- 
mander-in-chief, and  meanwhile,  we  shall  have 
ample  time  to  draw  a  few  bushels  of  rubies  from 
our  wonderful  mine." 

And  to  be  sure,  things  could  scarcely  have 
turned  out  more  favourably.  When  Major 
Walton  marched  back  to  the  Station  next  morn- 
ing, taking  the  prisoners  with  him,  and  leaving 
Fraser  in  charge  of  the  new  post  and  the 
wounded,  he  could  not  have  done  anything 
more  in  accordance  with  the  desires  of  the 
young  treasure-hunters.  Nevertheless,  Jack 
was  the  last  man  in  the  world  to  neglect  his 
duties,  and  it  was  not  until  the  third  day  after 
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lie  had  been  left  in  charge  of  the  post,  and 
everything  was  put  perfectly  ship-shape,  that 
he  ventured  down  to  the  gorge.  lie  took 
Sandu  with  him,  for  the  faithful  fellow  had 
begged  to  be  allowed  to  remain  with  the  white 
men,  and  had  constituted  himself  Wat's  ser- 
vant, watching  over  him  most  sedulously,  and 
scarcely  leaving  him  night  or  day. 

Now  that  the  latter  was  better,  however, 
though  still  too  weak  to  accompany  his  chum, 
Sandu  had  consented  to  act  as  Eraser's  attend- 
ant for  the  time  being,  particularly  as  one 
object  of  the  trip  was  to  obtain  a  little  game 
for  the  invalids. 

It  was  pretty  late  when  they  returned  to  the 
fortalice  that  evening,  but  Wat  could  sec  by 
his  chum's  face  the  moment  he  entered  his  hut 
that  success  had  attended  them. 

"  Ton  my  word,  I  think  it  isn't  premature 
to  congratulate  ourselves  now  at  all  events  !  " 
exclaimed  the  lieutenant,  his  eyes  sparkling 
with  excitement,  and  his  whole  manner  jubi- 
lant in  the  extreme — a  most  unusual  circum- 
stance with  him. 

"  Then  you  have  found  all  right  at  the 
mine,  and  recovered  the  rubies  we  were  com- 
pelled to  abandon  that  terrible  night,  I 
suppose!  " 

Jack's  answer  was  to  draw  a  heavy  bundle 
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from  beneath  his  coat,  and  throw  it  upon  the 
rude  couch  beside  his  friend.  It  contained 
the  gems  he  referred  to.  Then  he  called  Sandu 
in,  and  the  Burinan  entered  with  several  brace 
of  jungle  fowl  in  one  hand,  and  a  heavy  looking 
bag  in  the  other. 

A  pleased  look  came  over  Wat's  face  as  he 
saw  the  game,  and  it  deepened  very  consider- 
ably when  he  learned  that  the  bag  was  filled 
with  more  rubies  and  sapphires,  washed  out  of 
the  sluice-box  by  Jack  and  his  assistant  that 
day. 

"  I  reckon  we  cannot  have  bagged  less  than 
forty  or  fifty  thousand  pounds'  worth  of  these 
magnificent  gems  already,''  said  Jack,  "and 
yet  we  have  only  just  '  sampled  '  the  mine  as 
it  were." 

"  Why,  if  we  have  to  quit  the  spot  next 
week,  we  shall  be  millionaires  at  this  rate," 
cried  Wat,  quite  carried  away  by  such  a 
marvellous  prospect. 

"  Yes,  the  Eothschilds  will  have  to  take  a 
back  seat  if  we  can  keep  possession  of  this  mine, 
and  Sandu  says  the  secret  is  known  to  no  other 
white  man." 

"  Don't  talk  about  it  any  more,  old  fellow, 
or  my  poor  brain  will  give  way,"  said  Wat, 
"for  surely  this  is  indeed  wealth  beyond  the 
dreams  of  avarice  !  " 
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"I  must  talk,  to  relieve  my  own  mind,''  re- 
plied Jack ;  "  I'm  too  tired  to  dance,  or  I'd 
execute — '' 

"  Whist,  what  was  that !  "  interrupted  Wai, 
raising  his  hand. 

"  Only  some  distant  thunder,"  replied  Jack, 
u  we  could  see  it  lightning  to  the  nor'ard  as 
we — Good  gracious  !  "  he  suddenly  exclaimed 
in  altered  tones,  "  that  felt  uncommonly  like  a 
shock  of  earthquake  ! — odd,  too,  at  this  time 
of  year  !  " 

u  We're  in  for  a  bad  storm,  I  fear,"  said 
Wat,  looking  a  shade  paler  than  before,  and 
speaking  in  tones  wonderfully  subdued  by  con- 
trast with  his  former  hilariousness. 

The  Burman  looked  scared.  Jack  bustled 
off  to  give  some  orders  to  the  soldiers,  before 
the  storm  grew  worse.  By  the  time  lie  re- 
turned the  lightning  was  becoming  very  fre- 
quent and  vivid,  while  the  thunder  rolled  and 
muttered  almost  continuously. 

"  It's  getting  pretty  lively  now  ! "  cried 
Jack,  as  he  re-entered  the  little  hut  to  the 
accompaniment  of  a  prolonged  and  angry  peal ; 
"  I've  retired  all  the  men  into  the  cavern  at  the 
foot  of  the  hillock,  as  it  is  so  exposed  here  on 
the  summit." 

"  Hadn't  wu  better  follow  suit,  then  ?  " 
asked  Wat.  "We  could  enter  the  store- 
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chamber  through  the  trap-door.  This  hut  is 
for  too  flimsy  to  afford  us  much  shelter  when 
the  rain  begins  in  earnest." 

"It's  a  choice  of  evils,"  answered  Jack. 
"  There's  so  much  ammunition  stored  in  the 
chamber  that  we  should  stand  a  good  chance  of 
being  blown  to  pieces  with  all  this  lightning 
about !  " 

"  Then,  I  vote  we  stay  where  we  are,"  said 
Wat.  "  Lie  down  beside  me  and  we'll  pull  the 
waterproof  sheet  over  us  both." 
-  Jack  was  not  slow  to  take  the  hint,  for  the 
rain  now  commenced  to  descend  in  buckets- 
ful,  and  the  reeds  and  branches  proved  of  very 
little  use  as  shelter.  Poor  Sandu  seated  him- 
self on  a  bag  of  rubies,  and  crouched  shivering 
in  a  corner. 

Many  a  time  the  two  Englishmen  thought 
the  hut  was  ablaze,  the  lightning  was  so  vivid 
and  incessant,  while  the  thunder  became  more 
deafening  every  minute.  To  make  matters 
worse  the  wind  rose  higher  and  higher,  until  at 
last  it  swept  the  frail  hut  quite  away  and  left 
them  with  merely  the  oil- sheet  to  cover  them. 
This  would  soon  have  gone,  too,  had  they  not 
held  on  to  it  with  all  their  strength.  As  for  the 
unlucky  Sandu  he  uttered  a  yell  of  dismay 
and  bolted  for  some  less  exposed  place.  The 
roar  of  the  tempest  combined  with  the  awful 
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crashes  of  thunder  and  deluge  of  rain,  made  up 
a  regular  pandemonium.  Neither  Wat  nor 
Jack  had  ever  experienced  such  a  terrible 
storm  before,  and  they  longed  for  daylight  to 
come. 


CHAPTER   XXXYI. 

THE    END    OF    THE   MATTER. 

AT  length  the  war  of  elements  began  to  slacken, 
the  thunder  and  lightning  gradually  ceased, 
and  only  the  rain  continued  to  fall  heavier 
than  before.  It  seemed  to  come  down  in 
sheets,  and,  spite  of  branches  and  rugs  beneath 
them  and  oilcloth  above,  the  two  youths  were 
saturated  to  the  skin. 

When  at  last  morning  broke,  and  the  clouds 
dispersed  before  the  rising  sun,  the  sight  that 
met  their  eyes  as  they  emerged  like  drowned 
rats  from  beneath  their  flimsy  covering  caused 
them  both  to  utter  exclamations  of  astonish- 
ment and  dismay. 

"  Hillo  !  what's  become  of  the  lake  ?" 
"  What**  become  of  our  mine  you  mean  /" 
The  two   chums   might  well   look   at  one 
another  in  blank  dismay,  for  in  place  of  the 
lake-like  expanse   of  water,    formed   by  the 
damming  up  of  the  ravine,  there  was  nothing 
to  be  seen  but  an  expanse  of  sand  and  gravel, 

mud  and   driftwood.     Hundreds  of  tall  teak 
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trees,  too,  were  lying  singly  and  in  patches, 
uprooted  by  the  force  of  the  hurricane.  In 
fact,  the  whole  outlook  was  one  of  ruin  and 
devastation. 

While  the  two  young  men  were  still  staring 
in  a  half-bewildered  sort  of  way  at  the  scene 
before  them,  Sandu  came  running  up,  and  said 
a  few  hurried  words  in  his  native  tongue. 

a  What !  "  exclaimed  Fraser,  wildly,  and 
then  biting  his  lip  in  his  effort  to  control 
himself,  he  began  to  interrogate  the  Burman, 
while  Wat  waited  with  all  the  patience  he 
could  muster  for  the  interpretation  of  the  news. 
He  had  not  long  to  wait. 

"  It's  all  up  with  our  millions  ! "  said  the 
lieutenant  bitterly,  as  he  turned  with  a  very 
red  face  and  looked  at  Wat,  who  was  almost 
as  white  as  a  sheet  with  weakness,  cold,  and 
anxiety. 

"How!  What  do  you  mean?"  asked  the 
latter  in  shaky  tones,  for  he  guessed  pretty 
well  what  had  happened. 

"Why,  that  the  dam  has  been  swept  clean 
away  by  the  flood,  the  whole  mine  gutted,  and 
the  rubies  dispersed  to  the  four  winds — or 
rather  waters ;  for  I  expect  the  Tegu  and 
other  rivers  are  pretty  well  paved  with  them 
by  this  time  !  "  said  Jack,  lugubriously. 

It  was  indeed  a  heavy  blow  to  the  young 
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adventurers,  after  all  the  fine  castles  in  the  air 
which  they  had  built  and  their  dreams  of 
boundless  wealth.  No  wonder  that  for  a 
moment  or  two  Wat  felt  completely  unmanned 
and  ready  to  burst  into  tears,  but  weak  as  he 
was  he  managed  to  control  himself.  He  did 
not  venture  to  say  anything,  but  signing  to 
Sandu  to  fetch  him  something  to  drink,  he 
turned  towards  the  place  where  his  hut  had 
stood.  As  he  did  so  his  eyes  fell  upon  the  bag 
of  rubies  which  Fraser  had  secured  the  previous 
day.  This  revived  his  spirits  somewhat,  and 
when  he  remembered  the  two  smaller  bundles 
tied  up  in  handkerchiefs,  and  that  their  pockets 
also  were  full  of  the  precious  stones,  quite  a 
reaction  set  in,  and  his  usually  happy  dis- 
position reasserted  itself.  Fortune  had  not 
treated  them  so  very  badly  after  all,  he  be- 
thought himself.  If  they  were  no  longer  pro- 
spective Kothschilds  or  Vanderbilts,  they  were 
by  no  means  paupers.  They  had  at  all  events  se- 
cured a  modest  fortune ;  in  fact,  enough,  if  judi- 
ciously employed,  to  lay  the  foundation  of  future 
wealth.  What  more  could  any  reasonable  man 
want,  especially  since  they  had  neither  spent 
the  best  years  of  their  lives  nor  suffered  any 
permanent  injury  in  obtaining  it  ? 

Having    arrived    at   this    philosophic    and 
happy  state  of  mind,  Wat  divested  himself  of 
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some  of  his  saturated  garments,  and  spread 
them  out  upon  the  rocks  to  dry,  for  the  sun  had 
by  this  time  come  out  quite  bright  and  hot. 
Meanwhile  Jack  had  gone  with  Sandu  to  forage 
for  some  breakfast.  He  found  that  the  Goorkhas 
had  passed  the  night  in  comparative  comfort, 
thanks  to  the  shelter  afforded  by  the  cavern. 
They  had  lighted  a  roaring  fire  near  the 
entrance,  and  were  busily  occupied  in  cooking 
their  rice.  To  judge  by  the  merry  laughter 
and  jabbering  of  the  careless-hearted  soldiers, 
they  were  content  to  live  in  and  for  the 
present,  without  a  thought  for  the  past  or 
the  future.  It  was  enough  for  them  that  the 
storm  was  over,  and  the  sun  shining  serene 
and  brightly  in  the  heavens  once  more.  They 
knew  naught  of  ruby-mines,  neither  did  they 
comprehend  the  white  man's  craving  for  money 
— money — money  at  all  costs.  They  acted  as 
if  they  believed  that  a  little  with  contentment 
was  greater  gain  than  piling  up  riches  without 
knowing  who  should  gather  them. 

With  Sandu's  willing  help,  the  young  officer 
soon  had  a  pot  of  hot  coffee  and  a  dish  of 
broiled  jungle-fowl  ready  to  share  with  his 
chum.  He  felt  all  the  better,  too,  for  the  exer- 
tion ;  and  by  the  time  he  and  Wat  had  dis- 
cussed the  savoury  meal  and  their  altered 
circumstances,  he  was  almost  as  willing  to 
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look  on  the  bright  side  of  the  matter  as  his 
comrade. 

"  Well,  it  might  have  been  worse,  of  course," 
he  said ;  "  but  it's  a  big  drop  from  millions  to 
thousands  in  less  than  twelve  hours!  How- 
ever," he  concluded,  cheerily,  "it's  no  use 
crying  over  spilt  milk ;  and  perhaps,  after  all, 
there's  quite  as  much  enjoyment  to  be  got 
out  of  one  thousand  a  year  as  a  hundred 
thousand." 

"  Anyhow,  we  shan't  be  in  such  danger  of 
losing  our  heads  over  the  matter  now  we've 
had  this  Met  down,'"  said  Wat;  "I  was 
really  beginning  to  get  quite  bewildered  and 
excited  at  the  contemplation  of  our  sudden  and 
boundless  wealth.'' 

"Ah!  ah!  that's  like  you,  old  fellow," 
laughed  Jack;  "but  I  expect  your  severe 
wounds  have  left  you  a  bit  lighter  than  usual 
in  the  upper  storey  !  " 

"Eepeat  that,  if  you  dare,  when  I'm  better," 
retorted  Wat ;  nevertheless,  he  joined  heartily 
in  the  laugh. 

A  few  minutes  later,  Jack  was  busy  super- 
intending the  putting  up  of  a  new  hut,  and 
other  matters  which  required  his  attention  as 
commandant.  When  he  returned  for  the  mid- 
day meal,  he  was  much  alarmed  to  find  his 
chum  looking  seriously  ill.  It  was  evident 
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that  the  wetting  and  exposure  in  his  weak 
condition  had  brought  back  a  return  of  the 
fever,  and  that  he  would  require  very  careful 
nursing  and  attention  if  he  were  to  escape  pro- 
longed illness,  or  worse. 

Accordingly  Jack  lost  no  time  in  having  the 
sufferer  comfortably  disposed  in  the  new  hut, 
and  in  despatching  Sandu  to  the  Station  for 

the  doctor. 

*  *  *  * 

Nearly  six  months  had  elapsed  since  the 
stirring  episode  of  the  ruby-mine,  and  Jack 
had  attained  the  dignity  of  a  captaincy,  and 
been  put  in  charge  of  an  out-of-the-way  post 
in  the  Chin  country.  It  was  a  lonely  kind 
of  life,  but  he  managed  to  fill  up  his  spare 
time  with  shooting  and  fishing,  reading  and 
writing. 

He  was  sitting  in  the  verandah  of  his  wooden 
hut — for  it  could  scarcely  be  called  a  house 
— one  hot  afternoon  when  a  smart  -  looking 
Goorkha — a  subahdar,  to  judge  by  his  stripes 
— stepped  up  and  saluted. 

u  Well,  Golam,  what  is  it?"  inquired  t'.<j 
Captain,  languidly,  for  he  was  tired  with  his 
morning's  work,  and  feeling  a  trifle  depressed 
into  the  bargain. 

"  The  post  has  been  signalled,  Sahib." 

The   English  officer's   face   changed  in  an 
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instant,  and  he  exclaimed  joyfully,  "  Bravo  ! 
Go,  that's  a  bit  of  good  news,  at  all  events  ! 
I  was  beginning  to  think  those  rascally  hill- 
men  had  broken  out  again,  and  cut  the  com- 
munications ;  it  is  nearly  a  fortnight  since  our 
last  mail." 

The  Goorkha  grinned,  but  remained  at 
attention.  He  knew  that  he  was  a  privileged 
person,  but  that  it  was  not  safe  to  presume  too 
much  upon  that  fact. 

Ten  minutes  later  the  Captain  was  busily 
engaged  in  sorting  his  letters.  There  were  a 
good  many  of  them,  but  the  majority  had  little 
to  commend  them,  judging  by  the  way  they 
were  thrown  aside.  At  length  he  came  to  the 
one  he  seemed  to  be  looking  for,  and,  tearing 
open  the  cover,  began  eagerly  to  master  its 
contents.  It  was  written  in  a  fine  bold  hand, 
and  ran  as  follows : — 

"  TALYLLYN,  DENBIGH, 

May  7th,  1893. 

"  MY  PEAR  JACK, — 

"  You  will  doubtless  get  my  cable- 
gram telling  you  of  my  safe  arrival  in  London. 
It  was  fortunate  the  doctors  would  not  let  me 
remain  in  Burinah  after  I  was  well  enough  to 
travel,  for  I  had  a  slight  relapse  in  Mandalay, 
and  only  properly  began  to  pick  up  my  crumbs 
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after  getting  to  the  Mediterranean.  Now, 
thanks  to  my  native  air,  I  feel-  as  strong  as 
a  bull.  But  you  will  be  dying  to  learn  all 
about  the  rubies — and  how  you  must  have 
blessed  (!)  me  for  not  writing  sooner!  Pro- 
bably you  will  have  begun  to  think  that  I  have 
levanted  with  the  proceeds !  If  so,  the  en- 
closed document  will  set  your  fears  at  rest,  by 
showing  you  that  there  is  a  nice  little  sum  of 
£20,000  lying  to  your  credit  in  the  Bank  of 
England." 

"  Twenty  thousand  pounds  !  Hurrah  ! 
hurrah ! "  exclaimed  the  Captain,  jumping 
from  his  seat  and  waving  the  letter  above  his 
head  in  an  ecstasy  of  delight !  "  Twenty 
thousand  pounds — twenty  thousand  pounds !  " 
He  repeated  the  words  again  and  again,  as 
though  he  could  scarcely  realise  their  meaning. 
At  length,  after  making  so  much  noise  as  to 
cause  Golam  to  hurry  up  to  see  what  was  the 
matter,  the  excited  officer  calmed  down  suffi- 
ciently to  resume  his  reading. 

"You  will  scarcely  care  to  read  any  further, 
I  dare  say,"  the  letter  went  on,  "  but  I  will 
finish  my  yarn,  nevertheless.  And  first  of  all, 
I  must  tell  you  that  Sandu  has  turned  up 
*  trumps.'  I  tried  to  dissuade  him  from  accom- 
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panying  me  to  England,  as  I  feared  lie  might 
soon  get  home-sick  and  pine  for  his  native 
jungles.  But  nothing  would  induce  him  to 
leave  me,  and  he  seems  determined  to  stick  to 
me  for  the  rest  of  my  days.  He  is  picking  up 
English  very  quickly,  and  promises  to  make  an 
invaluable  servant.  You  should  have  seen  the 
way  he  looked  after  the  case  containing  the 
rubies.  His  respect  for  a  uniform  is  supreme, 
but  I  thought  I  should  have  died  with  laughter 
at  the  scare  he  created  amongst  the  hotel  touts 
at  Southampton.  Several  of  these  pests  had 
surrounded  us,  and  while  my  back  was  turned, 
one  actually  went  so  far  as  to  lay  a  hand  on 
the  treasure  chest.  Suddenly  I  heard  a  yell 
which  sent  the  blood  from  my  heart,  and  for  a 
moment  made  me  think  that  I  was  back  again 
in  that  awful  cavern  surrounded  by  blood- 
thirsty Dacoits.  But  that  was  only  for  an 
instant,  of  course,  and  it  gave  place  to  a  very 
different  emotion  as  I  turned  and  saw  what  was 
happening.  "With  a  spring  like  that  of  a  tiger, 
Sandu  had  flung  himself  upon  the  supposed 
thief  and  borne  him  backwards  to  the  ground. 
The  luckless  wretch  screamed  for  help,  but 
his  terrified  pals  scattered  and  fled  in  all  direc- 
tions, without  so  much  as  looking  behind  them. 
Hastening  to  the  rescue.  I  had  scarcely  re- 
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leased  the  trembling  captive  from  Sandu's 
clutches  when  a  policeman  ran  up.  The  latter 
was  no  fool,  however,  and  when  I  had  ex- 
plained matters  he  told  the  tout  it  served  him 
right,  and  he  was  half  a  mind  to  run  him  in 
for  creating  a  disturbance  !  Then,  as  a  crowd 
was  beginning  to  collect,  I  bundled  my  over- 
zealous  servant  into  the  train  along  with  the 
rubies,  and,  as  we  steamed  out  of  the  station 
five  minutes  later,  I  was  able  to  indulge  in  my 
pent-up  mirth. 

"Before  bringing  this  long  letter  to  a  close, 
I  must  tell  you  that  my  arrival  here  was  most 
opportune.  I  found  mother  and  sisters  in  the 
greatest  distress.  Owing  to  illness  and  one 
thing  and  another,  things  had  been  going 
from  bad  to  worse,  the  mortgagee  was  threaten- 
ing to  foreclose  and  sell  the  estate  because 
his  interest  was  in  arrears,  arid  a  little  curmud- 
geon of  a  tradesman  with  whom  we  had  dealt 
for  nearly  a  quarter  of  a  century  had  actually 
sent  mother  a  summons  for  a  paltry  matter  of 
ten  pounds  !  The  latter  might  perhaps  have 
been  met  without  very  much  difficulty,  but 
what  fairly  prostrated  poor  mother  was  the 
thought  of  losing  our  little  ancestral  domain, 
where  Watkin  Joneses  had  been  born  and 
reared  ever  since  the  days  of  Llewellyn. 
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"  Needless  to  say,  I  very  soon  altered  the 
state  of  affairs  at  dear  old  Talyllyn.  It  is 
only  under  such  circumstances  as  these  that 
one  fully  appreciates  the  value  of  money.  I 
felt  that  the  pleasure  of  being  able  to  pay  off 
not  only  the  overdue  interest  but  the  mort- 
gage itself,  and  the  blessed  relief  thereby 
afforded  to  poor  mother  and  sisters,  was  worth 
all  the  dangers  and  hardships  of  our  strange 
adventures  in  search  of  the  ruby-mine.  All 
the  same,  I  solemnly  vow,  even  now,  that  I 
never  would  have  gone  a  step  of  the  way  if 
I  had  known  that  we  should  have  encoun- 
tered such  opposition  as  to  cause  the  sacrifice 
of  a  single  life.  And  although  the  encounter 
was  none  of  our  seeking,  but  came  upon  us 
unawares,  and  we  only  fought  to  defend  our 
lives  as  best  we  could  from  those  terrible 
Dacoits,  yet  the  recollection  of  their  death 
yells  still  lingers  in  my  ears,  and  sadly  mars 
the  enjoyment  of  my  hardly- won  competence. 

"No  doubt  you  will  laugh  at  my  qualms 
and  vote  me  an  old  woman,  but  recollect  my 
position  was  different  to  yours.  I  was  a  mere 
interloper,  while  you  at  least  had  the  satisfac- 
tion of  feeling  that  you  were  only  doing  your 
duty  as  a  soldier  in  decimating  the  Dacoit 
hordes. 
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a  However,  now  that  I  have  relieved  my 
mind  a  little,  I  will  finish  what  I  was  going  to 
say.  Besides,  as  I  have  said,  clearing  from 
debt  the  little  property  which  will,  I  hope, 
some  day,  be  mine,  I  have  invested  several 
thousand  pounds  in  my  uncle's  business,  and 
thereby  secured  an  advantageous  partnership 
in  that  flourishing  concern.  As  my  duties  will 
probably  take  me  occasionally  to  Burmah,  I 
shall  not  fail  to  look  you  up  wherever  you  may 
be  stationed.  And  don't  forget,  old  fellow, 
that  you  have  promised  to  pay  me  a  long  visit 
here  when  you  come  home  on  furlough.  I  can 
promise  you  some  excellent  fly-fishing  in  lake 
and  stream,  and  about  the  best  rabbit  and 
wild-fowl  shooting  anywhere  in  the  Princi- 
pality. You  have  a  nice  little  nest-egg  in  the 
bank,  but  I  know  you  love  your  profession  too 
well  to  think  of  retiring  from  the  army  so  long 
as  you  have  a  leg  to  stand  upon — though  if 
our  millionaire  dreams  had  been  realised,  it 
would  have  been  a  great  temptation  to  you  to 
throw  up  your  commission  and  spend  the  re- 
mainder of  your  days  in  inglorious  ease.  I 
often  think  that  awful  storm  was  a  blessing 
in  disguise.  Such  boundless  wealth  as  that 
wondrous  mine  contained  could  scarcely  have 
failed  to  have  a  very  demoralising  effect  upon 
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us,  and  at  all  events  would  have  entailed  enor- 
mous responsibilities. 

"  The  wisest  man  that  ever  lived  said,  '  Give 
me  neither  poverty  nor  riches/  and  I  at  all 
events  feel  thankful  that  such  a  happy  condi- 
tion is  the  result  of  our  search  for  the  Dacoit 
mine." 
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good  enough,  and  will  be,  for  the  country  at  large." — Sportsman. 

Crown  8vo.,  128  pages,  price  ]s. 

THE  SPAS  OF  WALES:  their  Medicinal 
and  Curative  Properties,  with  Information  as  to  Scenery, 
Golf,  Fishing,  Shooting,  Lawn  Tennis,  Cycling,  and  General 
Attractions  at  each  of  the  Spas.  By  T.  R.  ROBERTS. 

"No  climate,  no  waters,  no  baths,  no  air,  can  be  obtained  or  enjoyed 
on  the  Continent  for  the  'cure'  of  any  disease  -whatsoever — we  say  this 
advisedly— which  cannot  be  obtained  in  as  great,  or  even  greater,, 
efficiency  within  the  limits  of  our  own  island." — LANCET. 


"Those  who  have  neither  time  nor  money  for  adventures  abroad  in  search 
of  health  .  .  .  would  be  well  advised  to  try  in  the  early  autumn  the  Spas  of 
Wales."— Speaker. 

(4)        London  :  John  Hogg,  13,  Paternoster  Row,  B.C. 


NEW  BOOKS  OF  TRAVEL  AND  ADVENTURE. 


MATTHEW  FLINDERS;  or,  How  we 

have  Australia.  Being  the  True  Story  of  Captain  Flinders' 
Adventures  and  Explorations.  By  EGBERT  THYNNE,  Author 
of  "The  Story  of  Australian  Exploration."  With  Nine  Illus- 
trations and  a  Chart. 

Crown  8vo.,  352  pp.,  cloth,  price  3s.  6d.,  gilt  edges,  4s. 
"Between  these  covers  all  information   regarding  Australia's  growth  is 
given  in  simple  but  graphic  language,  and  the  prominent  part  played  in  it  by 
Captain  Flinders.  .  .  .  It  is  exciting  and  readable  from  beginning  to  end." — 
European  Mail. 

"  The  book  is  not  only  entertaining,  but  has  also  the  merit  few  boys'  books 
have — and  which  is  not  mi»sed  by  the  boys — of  being  instructive  and  histori- 
cally accurate." — Dover  and  County  Chronicle. 

"It  is  a  book  after  a  boy's  own  heart,  and  should  prove  one  of  the  most 
popular  gift-books  of  the  season." — Teachers'  Aid. 

"  This  is  an  ideal  boy's  book,  for  the  narrative  takes  the  form  of  an  absorb- 
ing story  by  an  eye-witness,  although  fact  has  not  been  sacrificed  to  fiction." — 
Times  of  India. 

"In  no  portion  of  the  narrative  has  fact  been  sacrificed  to  romance,  so  that 
'  the  reader  will  obtain  genuine  instruction  as  well  as  entertainment." — 
Christian  Million. 

"  This  book  will  make  a  capital  prize  or  gift-book  for  the  elder  boys  of  our 
schools.  .  .  .  Every  boy  frhould  know  the  story  of  the  explorer  who  gave  the 
name  of  '  Australia '  to  the  scene  of  his  arduous  labours.  The  book  is 
written  in  a  pleasant  vein,  is  well  got  up,  and  deserves  wide  popularity." — 
The  Schoolmaster. 

UNDER  THE  NAGA  BANNER.     By 

CHARLES  J.  MANSFORD,  Author  of  "  Shafts  from  an  Eastern 
Quiver,"  etc.  With  Eight  Illustrations  by  J.  Ayton  Symington. 
Crown  8vo.,  352  pp.,  cloth,  price  3s.  6d.,  gilt  edges,  4s. 

14  Mr.  Mansford  has  already  given  us  one  or  two  excellent  Indian  tales,  but 
the  one  now  before  us  is,  we  think,  even  more  exciting  and  full  of  adventure 
than  any  of  its  predecessors." — Bookseller. 

"  Mr.  Mansford  is  an  ideal  story- writer  for  boys." — Sheffield  and  Rotherham 
Independent. 

"  The  book  shows  that  Mr.  Mansford  has  lost  none  of  the  skill  which  dis- 
tinguished '  Shafts  from  an  Eastern  Quiver.'  " — Uritish  Weekly. 

"  The  siege  of  Manipur  and  the  heroism  of  Grim  wood  and  his  wife  are  still 
remembered,  and  it  is  about  the  people  and  country  in  that  neighbourhood 
that  a  most  exciting  story  has  been  written. "—  The  Christian  Million. 

"  The  situations  occurring  in  the  tale  are  dramatically  conceived  and 
carried  out,  more  particularly  when  the  adventurers  come  across  the  great 
treasure  of  Lawi  in  the  latter's  weird  tomb.  This  passage  is  equal  to  anything 
of  Rider  Haggard's.  Old  boys  as  well  as  young  will  greatly  enjoy  this 
thrilling  recital  of  daring  deeds  and  unique  adventure." — Dundee  Advertiser. 

London :  John  Hogg,  13,  Paternoster  Bow,  E.G.       (5) 
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RAHONA'S  STORY  'TWEEN  DECKS. 
SPECIMEN   ILLUSTRATION 

from  "King  Padama's  Word"  (Ss.  6d.  Book*}. 


TRILOGY    OF    BOOKS    ABOUT    WALES. 

ITS  HISTORY,  LEGENDS,  FOLK-LORE,  Etc. 
BY    MAEIE    TEEVELYAN. 


Dedicated  by  Gracious  Permission  to 
Her  Royal  Highness  the  DUCHtiSS  OF  YORK. 

1.  Glimpses  of  Welsh  Life  and  Character. 

Crown  8vo.,  408  pages,  vellum  cloth,  illuminated,  price  6s.  ;  gilt  edges,  6s.  6d. 
"There   are    stories   of    ancient  super-  "  A  laudable  attempt,  by  means  of  social 

stations  and  customs,  of  poets  and  musi-  sketches,  pictures  of  character,  legends  and 
cians,  of  pioneers  of  dissent,  of  eccentric  traditions,  and  studies  of  folk-lore,  man- 
persons,  of  folk-lore  and  ghosts,  some  of  j  ners,  customs,  and  other  local  characteris- 
which  are  new  to  us,  and,  new  or  old,  are 
told  in  a  spirited  style.  Spirited  also  are 
the  pictures  of  religious  festivals,  of  the 
old  Welsh  Tory  gentleman,  the  Welsh 
farmer,  the  hiring  fair,  the  Eisteddfod, 


and  other  national  products  and  institu- 
tions."— Saturday  Review. 


tics  and  peculiarities,  to  awaken  English 
interest  in  the  land  and  life  of  the  Cymru." 
— Times. 

' ' '  Glimpses  of  Welsh  Life  and  Character ' 
has  been  a  theme  of  admiring  conversation 
since  the  first  day  of  its  appearance." — 
Western  Mail,  Cardiff. 

Dedicated  by  permission 

to  The  Right  Honble. 

LORD      WINDSOR, 

Lord  Lieutenant  of 

Glamorganshire. 


From  Snow- 
don    to   the 

Sea :    STIRRING 

STORIES  of  NORTH 
and  SOUTH  WALES. 


Crown     8vo.,     432 

cloth,    emblazoned,  "  price 
6s.  ;  gilt  edges,  6s.  6d. 

"This  is  one  of  the  best  collections  of    j        "Will  be  read  and  enjoyed  far  beyond 
Welsh  tales  we  have  yet  seen  .....  It  is    j    the  limits  of  the  Principality."—  Aberdeen. 
a  book  which  every  lover  of  romance  should    I    Free  Press. 
purchase."-  Keiccastle  Chronicle. 

"  Some  of  the  specimens  of  legendary    I        "  Rich  in  the  traditions,  folk-lore,  and 
lore  are  of  absorbing  interest,  and  the  last       romances  which  have    been  woven    into 
"  " 


, 

is  actually  dramatic  in  its  intensity."— 
Weekly  Citizen. 


stories  by  this  able  authoress."—  Sheffield 
Independent. 


.  . 

Dedicated  to  the  Immortal  Memory  of  Llewelyn  ap  Gruffydd, 
last  Native  Prince  of  Wales. 

3.  The  Land  of  Arthur:  its  Heroes  and 

HEROINES.     Crown  8vo.f  440  pages,  cloth,  illuminated,  price  6s.  ;  gilt 

edges,  6s.  6d. 

"We  warmly  commend  the  book.    Get  it  at  once."  —  Dundee  Courier. 
"Full  of  old-world  romance  and  chivalry."  —  Christian  World. 

Her  Majesty  the  QUEEN  —  H.K.H.  the  PRINCE  OF  WALES,—  H.R.I1. 
the  PRINCESS  OF  WALES—  H.R.H.  the  DUCHESS  OF  YORK,— 
H.R.H.  the  DUCHESS  OF  TECK,  have  been  graciously  pleased  to 
accept  copies  of  the  above  books. 


London :  John  Hogg,  13,  Paternoster  Row,  E.C.       (7) 


New,  Revised,  and  Cheaper  Edition,  with  Portraits,  etc.,  price  6s. 

Thomas   de  Quincey:    his  Life  and 

Writings.    With  Unpublished  Correspondence.     By  ALEXANDEB 
H.  JAPP,  LL.D.,  F.R.S.E.,  Authorof  "Memoir  of  Hawthorne," etc. 

"  The  sole  original  storehouse  of  biogra-  "An  invaluable  aid  for  the  student  of  De 

phical  information  on  De  Quincey Dr. 


Quint 

Japp  is  to  be  praised  for  having"  collected 
' '    most  things  that  are  to  be  known 
3  Opium-eater." — Saturday  Review. 


Quincey  and  his  generation." — Echo. 

"  No  doubt  Dr.  Japp's  work  will  now  be 
accepted  as  the  authoritative  life  of  De 
Quincey." — Review  of  Reviews. 


Crown  8vo.,  cloth,  price  4s.  6d.  each. 

1.  Golden  Girls  :  A  Picture  Gallery.     By  ALAK 

MUIR,  Author  of  "  Children's  Children,"  "  Lady  Beauty,"  etc.    A  New 
Edition,  revised  by  the  Author.   With  a  Frontispiece  by  F.  W.  Burton. 
"  '  Golden  Girls '  is  as  pretty  a  story  as  Mr.  Muir  has  written."— Athenaeum. 

2.  A  Noble  Name,  and  How  it  was  Up- 

held.     The  last  Novel  by  the  Author  of  "  Jennie  of  the  Prince's,"  etc. 
A  New  and  Revised  Edition.     With  a  Frontispiece  by  F.  W.  Burton. 
"  It  is  long  since  we  have  read  anything  which  has  charmed  and  interested  us  more." — 
Manchester  Examiner  and  Times. 

3.  Soldiers'  Stories  and  Sailors1  Yarns.     A 

Book  of  Mess-Table  Drollery  and  Reminiscences  picked  up  Ashore  and 
Afloat,  by  Officers,  Naval,  Military,  and  Medical.     Third  and  cheaper 
Edition.  Illustrated  by  Harry  Furniss,  P.  Macquoid,  and  D.  H.  Friston. 
"  We  must  read  on  till  the  last  story  is  finished."— Oldham  Chronicle, 

Second  Edition,  revised  to  date. 

4.  The  Makers  of  British  India.    His- 

torical and  Biographical.  From  1600  to  the  Present  Time.  By 
W.  H.  DAVENPORT  ADAMS.  With  a  Map  and  12  Illustrations. 
(4s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  5s.) 


"  Exactly  the  book  that  is  wanted  to  give 
to  English  schoolboys  an  account  of  the 
in  which   our  Indian    Empire   was 


and  the  main  facts  are  brought  into  proper 
relief,  and  not  buried  under  a  mass  of 
detail."—  Pall  Mall  Gazette. 


_______       __________  ..... 

lit   up.    The    story  is   told  in  simple  "  Deserving  of  perusal  by  every  European 

~~e,  without  any  striving  after  effect,     I   in  India."—  Allahabad  Morning  Post. 

"  e  Story  of  Our  Colonies.  By  H.  R 

Fox  BOURNE.    With  six  Maps.     (4s.  6d.;  gilt  edges,  5s.) 

"  Boys—  and  their  elders  too,  for  that 


"It  is  a  marvellous  story  of  British 
enterprise,  clearly,  accurately,  and  plea- 
santly  told."—  Weekly  Dispatch. 


, 

matter—  will  be  as  interested  in  this  true 
story  as  in  fiction."—  Bradford  Observer. 


Imperial  16mo.,  bevelled  boards,  price  3s.  each  ;  gilt  edges,  3s.  6d.  each. 

WITH  20  ILLUSTRATIONS,   INCH7DING    A    PORTRAIT   OF   KEBLE. 

1.  The   Christian  Year.     With    Bio- 

graphical  Sketch  of  John  Keble,  together  with  some  Remarks 
upon  the  Influence  of  "The  Christian  Year,"  by  ALEX.  H. 
GRANT,  M.A.,  Author  of  "  The  Church  Seasons,"  etc. 

"  This  pretty  edition  is  enriched  with  a  biographical  sketch  of  Keble,  and  is  full  of 
information  of  a  new  and  interesting  character."— Surrey  Comet. 

WITH  32  ILLUSTRATIONS  BY  WILLIAM  MULREADY,  K.A.,  AND   POBTBAIT  OF  GOLDSMITH. 

2.  The  Vicar  of  Wakefield.    With  a  Bio- 

graphical  Sketch  of  Oliver  Goldsmith,  by  HENRY  J.  NICOLL, 
Author  of  "Landmarks  of  English  Literature,"  etc. 
"  What  could  be  better,  as  a  gift,  than  Goldsmith's  '  Vicar  of  Wakefield,1  beautifully 
printed  and  bound,  and  with  Mulready's  Illustrations  ?"— Scotsman. 

~<8) London :  John  Hogg,  13,  Paternoster  Row,  E.O. 


Uniform  with  "  THE  BADMINTON  LIBRARY." 

Large  crown  8vo.,  472  pages,  cloth,  with  Portraits,  etc.,  price  10s.  6d. 
A  limited  number  of  large-paper  copies,  4to.,  half -morocco,  gilt  top,price  31«.  6d. 

THE   WHIST  TABLE. 

A  TREASURY  OF  NOTES  ON  THE  ROYAL  GAME. 

BY  "CAVENDISH,"  C.   MOSSOP,  A.   C.  EWALD, 

CHAELES  HEEVEY, 

AND    OTHER   DISTINGUISHED    PLAYERS. 


TO   WHICH   IS  ADDED 

SOLO  WHIST  AND  ITS  RULES. 

A  New  and  Revised  Treatise  on   "Solo  Whist,"  containing  all  the  latest 

Alterations,  Additions,  and  Improvements,  by  Mr.  ABRAHAM  S.  WILKS, 

the  Well-known  Eecognised  Authority  on  the  Game. 

(See  also  "  The  Handbook  of  Solo  Whist,"  by  A.  S.  Wilks,  p.  4.) 

The  whole  Edited  by  "  PORTLAND." 

FIELD-MARSHAL  H.R.H.  THE  PRINCE  OP  WALES  and  His   GRACE  THE 
DUKE  OF  PORTLAND  have  each  accepted  a  copy  of  "The  Whist  Table." 


' '  A  noble  volume,  which  will  no  doubt  be 
a  perennial  source  of  delight  to  the  devotees 
of  whist,  and  the  young  player's  best  guide 
to  proficiency.  It  proclaims  its  authority 
in  high  style.  .  .  .  There  is  also  a  learned 
treatise  on  Solo  Whist  by  Mr.  A.  S.  Wilks. 
The  binding  of  the  book  is  quite  a  picture." 
—  World. 

"A  comprehensive  cyclopaedia  of  the 
game,  its  laws,  history,  associations,  and 
gossip,  compiled  by  a  variety  of  eminent 
and  competent  hands." — Times. 


'I  A  book  that  should  be  on  every  club- 
table  where  Whist  is  played."— Sunday 
Times. 

"There  is  not,  to  our  knowledge,  any 
book  in  the  language  which  brings  to- 
gether so  much  varied  and  interesting 
matter  on  the  game  of  whist.  One  section 
which  deserves  special  mention  is  that 
which  Mr.  Abraham  S.  Wilks  devotes  to 
Solo  Whist.  Altogether,  the  volume  is  one 
which  will  come  as  a  treat  to  ail  whist 
players." — Glasgow  Herald. 


HOURS    IN    MY   GARDEN:   and  other 

Nature  Sketches.  By  A.  H.  JAPP,  LL.D.,  F.E.S.E.,  Author  of  "  Life  of 
De  Quincey,"  etc.  With  138  Illustrations  by  W.  H.  J.  Boor,  A.  W. 
COOPER,  and  others.  In  large  crown  8vo.,  344  pages,  cloth,  bevelled 
boards,  price  6s.  ;  gilt  edges,  6s.  6d. 


"  There  is  a  very  genuine  love  of  rural 
nature  and  a  happy  touch  in  describing  its 
aspects  and  its  living  manifestations."— 
Times. 


'•  A  book  that  would  have  made  Parson 
White,  of  Selborne,  sit  up  all  night. 
Every  page  is  poetry  and  suggestiveness." 
— Liverpool  Mercury. 


New  Edition,  completing  25th  Thousand. 

WANTED  A  WIFE!  A  Story  of  the  60th 
Dragoons ;  and  other  Tales.  By  JOHN  STRANGE  WINTER, 
Author  of  "  Bootle's  Baby,"  "  Houp-La !"  etc.,  ANGELO 
J.  LEWIS,  and  W.  W.  FENN.  With  Pictorial  Wrapper  and 
Illustrations  by  F.  W.  Burton.  Crown  8vo.,  160  pages. 
Price  Is. 
"The  opening  tale  is  as  successful  in  its  portrayal  of  military  life  as  it  is 

i>rimful  of  humour." — Literary  World. 

London :  John  Hogg,  13,  Paternoster  Row,  E.C.       (9) 


Small  crown  8vo.,  cloth,  price  2s.  6d. 

Cookery  for  Invalids  and  Others,    By 

LIZZIE    HERITAGE,    First-class    Diplomee    and   Medallist   in 
Cookery  and  Domestic  Economy. 

CONTENTS. 

INTRODUCTION.  General  Rules  for  Invalid  Cookery— Convalescence— Diabetes— 
Pre-digested  Foods -Vegetable  juices— Remarks  concerning  Water,  Wines,  and 
Spirits,  and  Several  Kinds  of  Sweeteners,  etc.— CHAP.  I.  Wrinkles  for  the  Kitchen, 
concerning  Foods  and  Methods.  (With  remarks  on  Saccharine  and  its  Uses.)— 
CHAP.  II.  Broths.  Soups,  Meat  Essences  and  Jellies.  Beef  Teas,  etc.  (With  Directions 
for  adding  Milk  and  Preparing  Stock.)-  CHAP.  in.  Fish  Dishes.  (With  Hints  for  the 
Selection,  Stuffing,  and  Cooking  of  Fish,  and  for  the  Preparation  of  Fish  Sauces.)— 
CHAP.  IV.  Savoury  Dishes,  Meat,  Poultry.  Vegetables,  etc.  (With  Hints  on  the 
Drawing  and  Trussing  of  Fowls.)— CHAP.  V.  Cereal  Cookery,  Savoury  Puddings  and 
Eggs.  (With  Hints  on  Cereals  and  Eggs.)— CHAP.  VI.  Sweet  Puddings.  (For  Savoury 
Puddings,  see  Chapter  V.)— CHAP.  VII.  Creams  and  Jellies,  Bread  and  Cakes.  (With. 
Remarks  on  Gelatine,  Isinglass,  and  Bread.)— CHAP.  VIII.  Beverages  Hot  and  Cold, 
including  Cocoa,  Coffee  and  Tea.  (With  Directions  how  to  Keep  Drinks  Cool  and  to 
test  Milk.) 

"  The  list  of  dishes  is  copious  and  well  selected,  so  that  no  difficulty  will  be 
found  in  providing  ample  variety  to  tempt  fastidious  appetites.  The  author 
has  not  introduced  any  article  which  is  either  troublesome  to  procure  or  too 
expensive  for  ordinary  households,  and  she  has  made  her  directions  for  cooking 
and  serving  plain  enough  to  be  easily  followed." — Lancet. 

"A  book  of  much  practical  value,  containing  a  good  deal  of  useful  in- 
struction on  the  subject  of  invalid  cookery  generally  and  a  number  of  recipes 
suitable  for  the  sick  room."— Pall  Mall  Gazette. 


Sixth  Thousand.     Fcap.  8vo.,  boards,  pi  ice  Is. 

Depression:  What  it  is,  and  how  to 

Cure  it.  By  A.  E.  BRIDGES,  B.A.,  M.D.,  B.Sc.,  F.R.C.P.E.,  Late 
Physician  to  the  Hospital  for  Diseases  of  the  Chest.  Author  of 
"  Man  and  his  Maladies,"  "  The  Treatment  of  Consumption,"  etc. 

"  Deserves  to  be  studied  for  its  frank,  healthy,  and  helpful  advice."— Sheffield  Inde- 
pendent. 

HINTS  FOR  THE  SELECTION  OF  CHRISTIAN  NAMES. 

Second  edition,  176  pp.,  cloth,  price  Is.  6d. 

The    Pocket    Dictionary    of   One 

Thousand  Christian  Names  (Masculine  and  Feminine) ;  with 
their  Meanings  Explained  and  Arranged  in  Four  Different  Ways. 
ty  Every  Parent  should  consult  this  before  deciding  on  a  Child's  Name. 
"  This  will  be  a  useful  and  interesting  book  for  those  who  like  to  learn  the  meaning  of 
their  own  and  their  friends'  appellations.    Parents  should  purchase  it,  as  it  might  help  them 
to  name  their  children  a  little  more  originally  than  they  do." — Glasgow  Herald. 

WITH  STOTHABD'S  ILLUSTBATIONS,  ENGRAVED  BY  HEATH. 
Demy  8vo.,  half  calf  extra,  gilt  edges,  12s.  6d. 

The  Life  and  Adventures  of  Robinson 

Crusoe,  with  a  Sketch  of  Defoe,  by  HENRY  J.  NICOLL. 
NOTE. — A  complete,  unabridged  edition  of  Defoe's  masterpiece,  with  all  the  22 
beautiful  Illustrations  by  THOMAS  STOTHARD,  E.A.,  engraved  by  CHARLES 
HEATH.    These  are  now  printed  from  the  Original  Copper  Plates,  which 
are  still  hi  perfect  condition,  having  been  steel-faced  to  preserve  them. 
"  Mr.  Hogg  is  to  be  thanked  for  re-issuing  the  '  Life  and  Adventures  of  Robinson  Crufoe, 
with  Stpthard's  twenty -two  designs  engraved  on  copper  bv  Charles  Heath.    Their  charm  is 
istible,  and  as  book  prints  they  rank  among  the  classics  of  English  art.    Thevare 


elightful  works.    The  text  before  us  is  complete,  and  well  printed  in  a  clear  type.    Th 
iition  is,  therefore,  excellent."— Athenaeum.. 

(10)        London  :  John  Hogg,  13,  Paternoster  Bow,  E.G. 


POPULAR  COOKERY  BOOKS. 

Medium  16mo.,  128  pages,  boards,  printed  in  brown  ink,  price  Is. 

1.  What  shall  we  have  for  Breakfast? 

or,  Everybody's  Breakfast  Book.  Containing  over  175  Recipes. 
By  AGNES  C.  MAITLAND,  Author  of  "  The  Afternoon  Tea-Book." 

"An  epicure,  or  rather  a  glutton,  might  after  reading  Miss  Maitland's  book  answer  her 
title  question  by  saying,  'Everything  you  have  got  here,  please.'  It  is  a  worthy  little 
book.'" — Manchester  Guardian. 

Dedicated  to  H.R.H.  the  Duchess  of  ALBANY. 
Second  Edition.     Eleventh  Thousand.     Medium  16mo.,  price  Is. 

2.  The  Afternoon  Tea  Book.     How 

to   make  Tea,  Coffee,  Chocolate,   Cakes,  Scones,   Rolls,  Sandwiches, 
Cooling  Drinks,  and  Ices.     By  AGNES  C.  MAITLAND. 
"A  most  useful  little  manual." — Glasgow  Herald. 
Crown  8vo.,  160  pages,  price  Is.,  strongly  bound  in  linen  cloth. 

3.  The  Cookery  Primer   for   School 

and  Home  Use.    By  AGNES  C.  MAITLAND. 

The  Book  contains  One  Hundred  and  Twenty-five  Recipes  for  very  Cheap 
Wholesome  Dishes,  Hints  for  Hard  Times,  Remarks  about  the  Right  Kinds  of  Food,  Prices 
of  Various  Foods,  Specimen  Breakfasts,  How  to  Spend  the  Money  and  do  the  Cooking, 
About  Cooking  Pans  and  Tins,  Best  Ways  of  Cooking  Meat,  How  to  Cook  Fish,  Invalid 
Cookery,  etc.  The  COOKERY  PRIMER  will  be  found  very  useful  in  Elementary  Schools,  as 
well  as  in  Cottage  Homes. 

Eleventh  edition,  crown  8vo.,  392  pp.,  cloth,  price  3s.  6d. 

4.  Dainty  Dishes.    Receipts  collected 

by  LADY  HARRIET  ST.  GLAIR  (late  Countess  Miinster). 
Thirteenth  Edition,  crown  8vo.,  156  pp.,  artistic  paper  boards,  price  Is. 

5.  Dainty  Dishes.     Cheap  Edition.     Price  Is. 

"That  it  has  reached  its  twelfth  edition  vouches  for  the  popularity  of  this  little  book." 
— Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

11  We  have  rarely  seen  a  book  in  which  so  much  information  has  been  compressed  into 
so  small  a  space."—  The  Chef. 

Third  and  Enlarged  Edition  (Thirteenth  Thousand),  crown  8vo.    180  pp., 
artistic  paper  boards,  price  Is. 

6.  Toothsome    Dishes  :    Fish,  Fleshf 

and  Fowl ;  Soups,  Sauces,  and  Sweets,  Nearly  One  Thousand 
Recipes,  with  Household  Hints  and  other  Useful  Information. 
Edited  by  CARRIE  DAVENPORT. 

"Just  the  work  for  a  domestic  manager  to  consult  and  esteem."— Daily  Telegraph. 
Crown  8vo.,  128  pages,  boards,  price  Is. 

7.  The  Housewife's  Handy-book.  Three 

Hundred  and  Fifty  Useful  Every-day  Recipes.     By  C.  J.  S.  THOMPSON. 
Author  of  "  The  Best  Thing  to  Do,"  etc. 

"  An  exceedingly  useful  supplement  to  an  ordinary  cookery  or  household  book.    .    . 
Another  class  of  recipes  is  for  toilet  preparations."— Sheffield  Independent. 

8.  Drinks  of  all  Kinds,  Hot  and  Cold, 

for  all  Seasons  (including   Temperance  and  Restorative  Drinks).      By 
FREDERICK  and  SEYMOUR  DAVIES.     Fcap.  8vov,  152  pp.,  price  Is. 

"  This  is  a  capital  little  manual,  containing  numerous  recipes  for  the  best  summer  and 
winter  drinks,  both  British  and  Foreign."— Sheffield  Independent. 

9.  Cookery  for  Invalids  and   Others. 

See  page  10,  opposite. 

London :  John  Hogg,  13,  Paternoster  Row,  E.G.       (11) 


ILLUSTRATED  NATURAL  HISTORY  BOOKS, 

INCULCATING  KINDNESS  TO  ANIMALS. 


WITH   UPWARDS  OF   300   ENGRAVINGS   BY   BEWICK  AND  OTHERS. 

FIFTH  AND   CHEAP    EDITION. 

Large  crown  8vo.,  520  pp.,  cloth,  price  3s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  4s. 

1.  The  Parlour  Menagerie:  Wherein  are  ex- 

hibited,  in  a  Descriptive  and  Anecdotical  form,  the  Habits, 
Resources,  and  Mysterious  Instincts  of  the  more  Interesting 
Portions  of  the  Animal  Creation.  Dedicated  by  permission 
to  the  Right  Hon.  the  Baroness  Burdett-Coutts  (President) 
and  the  Members  of  the  Ladies'  Committee  of  the  Royal  Society 
for  the  Prevention  of  Cruelty  to  Animals. 


MR.  NORWOOD'S  NATURAL  HISTORY  BOOKS. 
From  the  Royal  Society  for  the  Prevention  of  Cruelty  to  Animate. 

"  I  am  directed  by  the  Literature  Committee  to  inform  you  that  Mr.  Morwood's  books 
'  Facts  and  Phases  of  Animal  Life'  and  'Wonderful  Animals  ')  are  calculated  greatly  to  pro- 
mote the  objects  of  this  Society,  and,  therefore,  it  is  our  earnest  hope  that  they  will  be 
purchased  by  all  lovers  of  animals  for  circulation  among  young  persons,  and  in  public 
institutions.— JOHN  COLAM,  Secretary." 

WITH   SEVENTY-FIVE  WOOD  ENGRAVINGS. 

Second  Edition,  small  crown  8vo.,  288  pp.,  cloth,  price  2s.  6d. ;  gilt  edges,  3s. 

2.  Pacts  and  Phases  of  Animal  Life,  and 

the  Claims  of  Animals  to  Humane  Treatment.  With  Original 
and  Amusing  Anecdotes.  By  VERNON  S.  MORWOOD, late  Lecturer 
to  the  Royal  Society  for  the  Prevention  of  Cruelty  to  Animals. 

WITH  EIGHTY-ONE  ILLUSTRATIONS. 

Second  Edition,  small  crown  8vo.,  288  pp.,  cloth,  price  2s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  3s. 

3.  Wonderful  Animals:  Working,  Domes- 

tic, and  Wild.  Their  Structure,  Habits,  Homes,  and  Uses — De- 
scriptive, Anecdotical,  and  Amusing.  By  VERNON  S.  MORWOOD. 

Dedicated  by  permission  to  the  Royal  Society  for  the  Prevention  of  Cruelty  to  Animalt. 
SECOND   EDITION,    WITH   FIFTY-NINE   ILLUSTRATIONS. 

128  pp.,  small  crown  8vo.,  boards,  price  Is.  ;  or  bound  in  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

4.  The  Band  of  Mercy  Guide  to  Natural 

History.  An  Elementary  Book  on  Zoology :  Instructive, 
Amusing,  and  Anecdotical.  By  VERNON  S.  MORWOOD. 

WITH    THIRTY    ILLUSTRATIONS. 

Attractively   bound  in  the   New  and  Effective  Chromatic   Style    (Four 
Colours  and  Gold).     Crown  8vo.,  192  pp.,  cloth,  price  Is.  6d. 

5.  An  Easy  Guide  to  Scripture  A.nimals. 

Being  a  Description  of  all  the  Animals  mentioned  in  the  Bible, 
with  the  Scripture  References,  Numerous  Anecdotes,  etc.  For 
Home  Use  and  for  Day  and  Sunday  Schools.  By  VERNON  8. 
MORWOOD. 

"  Mr.  Hogg  is,  \nithout  question,  a  specialist  in  the  art  of  catering  for  the 
literary  tastes  of  the  young." — SHROPSHIRE  GUARDIAN. 

(12)       London  :   John  Hogg.  13,  Paternoster  Row,  E.C. 


SPECIMEN   ILLUSTRATION 

From  Natural  History  Books. 


MR.   ASCOTT  R.   HOPE'S  BOOKS. 

"Mr.  Ascott  R.  Hope  now  occupies  the  foremost  place  as  a  writer  of  fiction  for  the 
schoolboy,  and  as  he  never  produces  a  weak  book,  and  never  disappoints  his  clients,  his 
name  is  always  a  sufficient  passport  "—School  Board  Chronicle. 

"  The  friend  of  all  British  boys." — Manchester  Examiner. 


WITH    EIGHT    ILLUSTRATIONS. 

Third  edition,  crown  8vo.,  384  pp.,  cloth,  price  3s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  4s. 

1.  Stories  of  Young  Adventurers. 

WITH    EIGHT   ILLUSTRATIONS. 

Small  crown  8vo.,  384  pp.,  cloth,  price  3s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  4s. 

2   A  Book  of  Boyhoods. 

WITH    EIGHT   ILLUSTRATIONS. 

Small  crown  8vo.,  352  pp.,  cloth,  price  3s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  4s. 

3.  Our  Home-made  Stories. 

WITH   NINETEEN   ILLUSTRATIONS  BY   GORDON    BROWNE. 

Small  crown  8vo.,  352  pp.,  cloth,  price  3s.  6d. ;  gilt  edges,  4s. 

4.  Evenings  away  from  Home. 

A  Modern  Miscellany  of  Entertainment  for  Young  Masters  and 
Misses. 

WITH   EIGHT  ILLUSTRATIONS. 

Small  crown  8vo.,  352  pp.,  cloth,  price  3s.  6d . ;  gilt  edges,  4s. 

5.  Stories  out  of  School-time. 

WITH   EIGHT   ILLUSTRATIONS. 

Small  crown  8vo.,  384  pp.,  cloth,  price  3s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  4s. 

6.  Young  Days  of  Authors. 

WITH   TWELVE   ILLUSTRATIONS. 

Crown  8vo.,  384  pp.,  cloth,  price  3s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  4s. 

7   Romance  of  the  Mountains. 

WITH   TWELVE   ILLUSTRATIONS. 

Crown  8vo.,  352  pp.,  cloth,  price  3s.  6d. ;  gilt  edges,  4s. 

8.  Romance  of  the  Forests. 

New  Edition  on  Larger  Paper. 
WITH   TWELVE   ILLUSTRATIONS. 

Crown  8vo.,  352  pp.,  cloth,  price  3s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  4s. 

9.  Redskin  and  Paleface:  Romance  and 

Adventure  of  the  Plains. 

"  There  are  no  books  for  boys  that  can  compare  with  Ascott  R.  Hope's  in  genuine 
pleasure  and  instruction." — Weekly  Dispatch. 

"A   series  of  excellent  books  for  boys  is  published  by  Mr.  John  Hogg, 
LonJon. " — SCOTSMAN. 

(14)      London:  John  Hogg,  13,  Paternoster  Row,  E.O. 


FOR'ARD  ON  !— TALLY  HO  ! 
SPECIMEN    ILLUSTRATION 

From  "  The  Dacoit's  Mine  "  (3s.  6d.  Books). 


(15) 


WITH   EIGHT   ILLUSTRATIONS. 

Eighth  Edition,  crown  8vo.,  384  pp.,  cloth,  price  3s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  4s. 

The  Secret  of  Success ;  or,   How  to 

Get  on  in  the  World.  With  some  Remarks  upon  True  and 
False  Success,  and  the  Art  of  making  the  Best  Use  of  Life. 
Interspersed  with  Numerous  Examples  and  Anecdotes.  By 
W.  H.  DAVENPORT  ADAMS,  Author  of  "  Plain  Living  and  High 
Thinking,"  etc. 

"  Mr.  Adams's  work  is  in  some  respects  more  practical  than  Mr.  Smiles's.  He  takes  the 
Illustrations  more  from  the  world  of  business  and  commerce,  and  their  application  is  un- 
mistakable."— Aberdeen  Journal. 

"  There  is  a  healthy,  honest  ring  in  its  advice,  and  a  wise  discrimination  between  true 

and  false  success Many  a  story  of  success  and  failure  helps  to  point  its  moral. " 

— Bradford  Observer. 

"  The  field  which  Mr.  Adams  traverses  is  so  rich,  extensive,  and  interesting  that  his 
book  is  calculated  to  impart  much  sound  moral  philosophy  of  a  kind  and  in  a  form  that 

will  be  appreciated  by  a  large  number  of  readers The  book  is  otherwise  a  mine 

of  anecdote  relating  to  men  who  have  not  only  got  on  in  the  world,  but  whose  names  are 
illustrious  as  benefactors  to  their  kind." — Dundee  Advertiser. 

WITH   TWO   COLOURED   PLATES  AND   EIGHT  PAGE   ILLUSTRATIONS. 

Fifth  edition,  crown  8vo.,  432  pp.,  cloth,  price  3s.  6d. ;   gilt  edges,  4s. 

Our  Redcoats  and  Bluejackets:  War 

Pictures  on  Land  and  Sea.  Forming  a  Continuous  Narrative 
of  the  Naval  and  Military  History  of  England  from  the  year 
1793  to  the  Present  Time,  including  the  War  in  Egypt  and  in  the 
Soudan.  Interspersed  with  Anecdotes  and  Accounts  of  Personal 
Service.  By  HENRY  STEWART,  Author  of  "  The  Ocean 
Wave,"  etc.  With  a  Chronological  List  of  England's  Naval 
and  Military  Engagements. 

"  A  capital  collection  of  graphic  sketches  of  plucky  and  brilliant  achievements  afloat  and 
ashore,  and  has,  moreover,  the  advantage  of  being  a  succinct  narrative  of  historical  events. 
It  is,  in  fact,  the  naval  and  military  history  of  England  told  in  a  series  of  effective  tableaux." 
—World. 

"  It  is  not  a  mere  collection  of  scraps  and  anecdotes  about  our  soldiers  and  sailors,  but  a 
history  of  their  principal  achievements  since  the  beginning  of  the  war  in  1793.  The  book  has 
charms  for  others  than  lads."— Scotsman. 

"  Possesses  such  a  genuine  interest  as  no  work  of  fiction  could  surpass."— Aberdeen  Journal. 

WITH    EIGHT   ILLUSTRATIONS. 

Martyrs  to   Freedom ;   or,  Struggles 

for  National  Liberty.  A  Book  for  Old  and  Young.  By  the 
Rev.  PHILIP  BARNES.  Crown  8vo.,  3s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  4s. 

"  Parents  and  teachers  who  desire  to  bring  up  the  boys  of  to-day  on  noble  lines  will  put 
this  book  into  their  hands."— Publishers'  Circular.  [Post. 

"  Its  stirring  incidents,  as  well  as  its  historical  value,  make  it  acceptable." — Morning 
"There  is  not  a  dull  page  in  the  lives  of  such  heroes  as  these." — Bradford  Observer. 
"  Will  win  the  interest  and  admiration  of  everybody." — Christian  World. 
".Should  be  read  by  every  boy  and  girl  in  the  empire." — Weekly  Dispatch. 

The  Parlour  Menagerie.  3$. 6d.  Seepage^. 

"Among  the  multitude  of  publisJters  who  issue  books  suitable  for  presents, 
Mr.  Hogg  holds  a  high  place.  A  catalogue  of  his  publications,  samples  of 
which  lie  before  us,  contains  a  number  of  useful  and  interesting  works 
eminently  suitable  for  presentation  to  young  people  of  both  sexes,  and  they 
contain  as  much  reading  at  as  low  a  price  as  any  books  in  the  market. " — PALL 
MALL  GAZETTE. 

(16)        London:  John  Hogg,  13,  Paternoster  Bow,  EC 


Fourth  and  Cheap  Edition,  with  Twelve,  Portraits. 
Crown  8vo.,  472  pp.,  cloth,  price  3s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  4s. 

Landmarks    of    English     Literature. 

By  HENRY  J.  NICOLL,  Author  of  "Great  Movements,"  etc. 

"  Mr.  Nicoll's  book  has  many  competitors  to  contend  with,  but  will  be  found  to  hold  its 
own  with  the  best  of  them."—  St.  James's  Gazette. 

"  Mr.  Nicoll's  facts  are  commendably  accurate,  and  his  style  is  perfectly  devoid  of  pre- 
tentiousness, tawdriness,  and  mannerism."—  Saturday  Review. 

"  Mr.  Nicoll's  well-arranged  volume  will  be  of  service  to  the  student  and  interesting  to  the 
general  reader.  The  volume  deserves  praise  for  simplicity  of  purpose,  as  well  as  for  careful 
workmanship."—  Spectator. 

Second  and  Cheap  Edition. 
WITH  EIGHT  PORTRAITS,  464  pp.,  crown  8vo.,  cloth,  price  3s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  4s. 

Great    Movements,  and    those    who 

Achieved  Them.    By  HENRY  J.  NICOLL,  Author  of    "  Land- 
marks of  English  Literature,"  etc. 

"  A  useful  book.  Such  work  should  always  find  its  reward  in  an  age  too  busy  or  too  care- 
less to  search  out  for  itself  the  sources  of  the  great  streams  of  modern  civilization."—  Times. 

"  Immense  benefit  might  be  done  by  adopting  it  as  a  prize  book  for  young  people  in  the 
upper  classes  of  most  sorts  of  schools."—  School  Board  Chronicle. 

Second  edition,  small  crown  8vo.,  384  pp.,  cloth,  price  3s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,   4s. 

A    Popular   Technical  Dictionary  of 

Commercial    and    General    Information.      By    EDWARD    T. 
BLAKELY,  F.S.A.  (of  the  Board  of  Trade). 


"It  should  certainly  find  a  place  in  com-  I  "  A  valuable  addition  to  our  works  of  in- 
mercial  schools  as  well  as  upon  merchants'  struction,  as  well  as  to  commercial  litera- 
tables."—  Bristol  Mercury.  J  ture."—  British  Journal  of  Commerce. 


Footsteps  to  Fame  :  A  Book  to  Open  other 

Books.  By  J.  HAIN  FRISWELL,  Author  of  "Out  and  About/' 
"  The  Gentle  Life,"  etc.  A  New  and  Revised  Edition,  with  Seven 
Illustrations.  Crown  8vo.,  320  pp.,  cloth,  price  3s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  4s. 

"  An  ideal  boy's  book."—  Belfast  News  Letter. 

"An  admirable  volume  to  place  in  the  I  "A  pleasantly  written  volume.  Would 
hands  of  young  people."—  Glasgow  Herald.  \  make  a  good  present."—  British  Weekly. 

Dainty  Dishes.     3*.  6rf.     Seepage  11. 

Manuals  of  Self-Culture  for  Young 

Men  and  Women. 

1.  The  Secret  of  Success.    See  page  16. 

2.  Plain  Living  and  High  Thinking.    See  page  21. 

3.  Woman's  Work  and  Worth.    See  page  27. 

4.  Hood's  Guide  to  English  Versification.    See  page  26. 

5.  Landmarks  of  English  Literature.    See  page  17. 

6.  Blakely's  Technical  Dictionary.    Seepage  17. 

7.  Self-Help  for  Women.    See  page  27. 

"  JOHN  HOGG  on  the  title-page  of  a  publication  is  always  a  guarantee  that  it 
is  wholesome  and  instructive  as  well  as  entertaining,  and  may  be  eagerly  welcomed  into 
the  most  fastidious  home.  Mr.  Hogg  prints  nothing  but  works  of  a  high  order,  whose 

andwhote  price  is  as  low 
ICLE. 


influence  for  good  is  as  evident  as  their  artistic  get-up,  a 
as  their  interest  is  deep  and  healthful." — OLDHAM  CHBON: 


London :  John  Hogg,  13,  Paternoster  Row,  £.0.         (17) 


WITH   TWELVE   PORTRAITS. 

Crown  8vo.,  352  pp.,  cloth,  price  3s.  6d. ;  gilt  edges,  4s. 

Some  Historic  Women ;  or,  Biographical 

Studies  of  Women  who  have  made  History.     By  W.  H.  DAVEN- 
PORT ADAMS,  Author  of  "  Woman's  Work  and  Worth,"  etc. 

"  The  sketches  are  charmingly  written."— Bookseller. 

WITH   EIGHT  ILLUSTBATION8. 

Small  crown  8vo.,  384  pp.,  cloth,  price  3s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  4s. 

A  Few  Good  Women,  and  what  they 

Teach  Us.  A  Book  for  Girls.  By  CATHERINE  MARY  MACSORLEY, 
Author  of  "  May  Lane,"  "  His  Chosen  Work,"  etc. 

11  It  would  be  well  for  the  girlhood  of  England  if  such  books  as  this  were  more  read  by 
the  girls."— Methodist  World. 

11 A  nice  gift-book  for  thoughtful  girls." — Graphic. 

WITH   EIGHT  ILLUSTRATIONS. 

Fourth  Edition,  Crown  8vo.,  384  pp.,  cloth,  price  3s.  6cL  ;  gilt  edges,  4s. 

Exemplary    Women:     A    Record    of 

Feminine  Virtues  and  Achievements  (abridged  from  <l  Woman's 
Work  and  Worth  ").    By  W.  H.  DAVENPORT  ADAMS. 

life  are  d 

in  various  positions." 


"  The  qualifications  and  influence  of  women  in  different  spheres  of  life  are  detailed  and 
illustrated  by  notices  of  the  lives  of  many  who  have  been  distinguished  in 


Second  Edition,  with  Eight  Engravings  after  Celebrated  Painters. 
Small  crown  8vo.,  392  pp.,  cloth,  price  3s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  4s. 

The  Church  Seasons.       Historically 

and  Poetically  Illustrated.     By  ALEXANDER  H.  GRANT,  M.A., 
Author  of  "  Half- Hours  with  our  Sacred  Poets,"  etc. 

"  Mr.  Grant's  scholarship  is  endorsed  by  authorities ;  his  method  is  good,  his  style  clear, 
and  his  treatment  so  impartial  that  his  work  has  been  praised  alike  by  Church  Times,  Record, 
Watchman,  Freeman,  and  Nonconformist.  No  words  of  ours  could  better  prove  the  catho- 
licity of  a  most  instructive  and  valuable  work."— Peterborough  Advertiser. 


ILLUSTRATED  BY  A.  B.  HODGHTON  AND  OTHERS. 
Crown  8vo.,  576  pp.,  cloth,  price  3s.   6d.  ;   gilt  edges,  4s. 

Royal  Children.     By  JULIA  LUARD.     A  New, 

Revised,  and  Cheaper  Edition,  with  8  full-page  Illustrations. 
"It  is  a  big  book,  but  there  is  not  a  dull,  disappointing  page  in  it"— Northern  Daily 


A  there  is  one  thing  young  people  like,  it  is  reading  about  youthful  kings  and  queens." 
—Spectator. 

"It  makes  history  an  interesting  story."— Literary  World. 
"  It  is  a  book  with  a  backbone."— British  and  Colonial  Printer  and  Stationer. 

"  The  youth  of  both  sexes  are  under  deep  obligations  by  the  publication  of 
Mr.  Hogg's  very  interesting  and  attractive  volumes.  It  is  a  great  object  to 
attract  the  young  to  the  habitual  practice  of  reading.  That  can  only  be  ac- 
complished by  putting  into  their  hands  books  which  will  interest  and  amuse 
them,  and  at  the  same  time  furnish  them  with  useful  knowledge,  and  with 
sound  lessons  of  a  moral,  judicious,  and  sensible  character,  calculated  to  be 
useful  to  them  as  they  advance  in  years." — DUNDEE  COURIER  AND  ARGUS. 

(18)        London  :  John  Hogg,  13,  Paternoster  Bow,  £.0. 


WITH    ONE    HUNDRED    ILLUSTRATIONS    BY  GEORGE   THOMAS, 
ENGRAVED   BY  W.  H.  THOMAS. 

Large  crown  8vo.,  512  pp.,  cloth,  price  3s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  4s. 

Uncle  Tom's  Cabin;  or,  Life  among  the 

Lowly.     A  Tale  of   Slave  Life  in  America.     By   HARRIET 
BEECHER  STOWE.     With  a  Biographical  and  Critical  Sketch 
of  the  Author  (accompanied  by  Vignette  Portrait  and  Auto- 
graph) by  ALEX.  H.  JAPP,  LL.D. 
9ST    The  Illustrations  are  from  the  Original  Wood  Blocks  (now  in  possession  of 

the  Publisher)  which  were  prepared  at  great  cost,  Mr.  George  Thomas  having 

made  a  special  visit  to  America  so  as  to  he  accurate  in  detail  and  local  colouring. 

They  were  originally  used  hi  the  edition  published  by  Nathaniel  Cooke  (Illustrated 

London  News  Office)  hi  1853,  which  is  now  a  scarce  book. 

Large  crown  8vo.,  402  pp.,  cloth,  price  3s.  6d. ;  gilt  edges,  4s. 

The    Pilgrim's    Progress.      In    Two 

Parts.  By  JOHN  BUNYAN.  With  Bibliographical  Notes,  and 
a  Life  of  the  Author,  by  ROBERT  SOUTHEY  ;  Portrait  and  Auto- 
graph of  BUNYAN,  and  Thirty  Wood  Engravings  by  W. 
HARVEY,  from  the  Original  Blocks.  The  Text  in  large  type. 

"  An  excellent  edition  of  the  great  allegory.  It  contains  Souther's  '  Life,'  which  certainly 
stands  first  for  literary  merit."— Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

"  Costliereditions  are  on  sale,  but  none  produced  with  more  taste  than  this  one."— Dispatch. 

"A  real  service  has  been  rendered  for  those  who  want  a  thoroughly  readable  copy  of  '  The 
Pilgrim's  Progress.'"— Literary  World. 


"This  edition  has  exceptional  claims  upon  public  favour.  The  late  poet  laureate's 
.iography  is  in  his  best  manner,  while  Harvey's  effective  woodcuts  are  in  themselves  a 
feature  of  very  considerable  interest  to  lovers  of  British  art.  In  the  matter  of  typography 


and  general  get-up  the  reprint  is  in  every  respect  superior  to  the  original  edition,  and  the  To 
'     hich  the  book  is  published  should  tempt  many  to  obtain  a  copy."— Oxford  Times. 


WITH   TWELVE  ILLUSTRATIONS   BY   THOMAS   STOTHABD,  B.A., 
AND  A  PORTRAIT  OF   DEFOE. 

In  one  volume,  512  pp.,  large  crown  8vo.,  cloth,  price  3s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  4s. 

The  Life  and  Adventures  of  Robinson 

Crusoe,  of  York,  Mariner.     With  an  Account  of  his  Travels 
round  Three  Parts  of  the  Globe. 

ISf  A  compkte,  unabridged  Edition  q/  both  Parts,  urith  no  curtailment  of  the 
"Further  Adventures." 

"  It  has  every  feature  for  becoming  the  boy's  favourite  edition  of  '  Robinson  Crusoe.'  "— 
School  Board  Chronicle. 

~"  This  handsome  volume  cannot  fail  to  command  an  extensive  sale  ;  it  contains  both  parts 
of  the  immortal  hero's  adventures,  and  is  therefore  properly  styled  a  'complete  edition."  A 
portrait  and  brief  Memoir  of  Defoe  precedes  his  tale."—  Manchester  Weekly  Post. 

"This  edition  of  'boyhood's  classic'  will  take  rank  among  the  best.  Every  boy  should 
'  ' 


. 

read  '  Robinson  Crusoe,'  and  will  if  he  has  the  chance,  and  no  better  copy  could  be  provided 
an  the  one  published  by  Mr.  Hogg."—  Wesleyan  Methodist  Sunday  School  Magazin 


th 


A   NEW   BOOK   FOR    BOYS.       WITH   TWELVE   ILLUSTRATIONS. 

Small  crown  8vo.,  384  pp.,  cloth,  price  3s.  6d.  ;   gilt  edges,  4s. 

Master   Minds  in  Art,  Science,    and 

Letters.    A  Book  for  Boys.     By  W.  H.  DAVENPORT  ADAMS, 
Author  of  "  The  Secret  of  Success,"  etc. 

"  Skilfully  adapted  to  the  capacity  of  the  young  reader."—  Saturday  Review. 

"  Mr.  John  Hogg  is  always  successful  in  producing  an  attractive  array  of 
books  for  youthful  readers,  ....  and  we  ought  to  add,  that  all  his 
publications  are  prettily  got  up."  —  BRISTOL  MERCURY. 

London  :  John  Hogg,  13,  Paternoster  Row,  £.0.        (19) 


WITH    EIGHT  ILLUSTRATIONS. 

Second  Edition,  crown  8vo.,  384  pp.,  cloth,  price  3s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  4s. 

The  Ocean  Wave:  Narratives  of  some 

of  the  Greatest  Voyages,  Seamen,  Discoveries,  Shipwrecks,  and 
Mutinies  of  the  World.  By  HENRY  STEWAET,  Author  of 
"  Our  Redcoats  and  Bluejackets,"  etc. 

"  A  delightful  volume  of  adventure.  Rebellions  and  mutinies  come  jostling  up  against 
hair-breadth  escapes  and  mournful  disasters ;  while  the  south  seas  and  the  north,  the  equator 
and  the  poles,  are  all  brought  to  notice."— Bedfordshire  Mercury. 

"  A  flight  through  the  air  on  the  enchanted  prayer-carpet  would  not  surpass  in  interest  the 
movement  of  these  narratives  from  '  summer  isles  of  Eden  lying  in  dark  purple  spheres  of 
sea'  to  the  iron  coast  of  Nova  Zembla."— Sheffield  Independent. 

WITH   EIGHT  ILLUSTRATIONS   BY   FRANK  ABELL. 

Large  crown  8voM  422  pp.,  cloth,  price  3s.  6d. ;  gilt  edges,  4s. 

The  Adventures  of  Maurice  Drum- 
more  (Royal  Marines),  by  Land  and  Sea.  By  LIN  DON 
MEADOWS,  Author  of  "  Whittlings  from  the  West,"  "  College 
Recollections  and  Church  Experiences,"  etc. 


"  It  is  almost  equal  to  Robinson  Crusoe," 
—Sheffield  Independent. 

"  It  is  thoroughly  healthy,  not  'goody '  i: 
the  least ;  in  short,  just  such  a  book  as  on 


one 


id  wish  to  place  in  the  hands  of  a  pure- 
minded,  high-spirited  boy."  —  Nottingham 
Guardian. 


We  are  inclined,  after  much  delibera- 
tion, to  call  it  the  best  book  for  boys  ever 
written."— Christian  Leader. 

"  It  would  be  a  pity  if  the  merits  of  such 
a  story  were  lost  in  the  crowd,  and  we  trust 
it  will  receive  the  recognition  which  is  its 
due."— Aberdeen  Daily  Free  Press. 


With  Frontispiece,  small  cr.  8vo.,  352  pp.,  cloth,  price  3s.  6d. ;  gilt  edges,  4s. 

The  Glass  of  Fashion:    A  Universal 

Handbook  of  Social  Etiquette  and  Home  Culture  for  Ladies 
and  Gentlemen.  With  Copious  and  Practical  Hints  upon  the 
Manners  and  Ceremonies  of  every  Relation  in  Life — at  Home, 
in  Society,  and  at  Court.  Interspersed  with  Numerous 
Anecdotes.  By  the  LOUNGER  IN  SOCIETY. 

"  The  most  sensible  book  on  etiquette  that  we  remember  to  have  seen."— Pall  Mall  Gazette. 
"  Useful,  sensibly  written,  and  full  of  amusing  illustrative  anecdotes."— Morning  Post. 
"  Creditable  to  the  good  sense  and  taste,  as  well  as  to  the  special  information  of  its  author. 
— Telegraph. 

WITH   FIVE   WOODCUTS,  ILLUSTBATLNG    "THE   HAND   OF   GOOD   FORTUNE,"  ETC. 

Sixth  Edition,  crown  8vo.,  304  pp.,  cloth,  price  3s.  6d. 

Your  Luck's  in  Your  Hand  ;  or,  The 

Science  of  Modern  Palmistry,  chiefly  according  to  the  Systems 
of  D'Arpentigny  and  Desbarrolles,  with  some  Account  of  the 
Gipsies.  By  A.  B.  CRAIG,  M.A.,  Author  of  "  The  Philosophy 
of  Training,"  etc. 

"  The  glove-makers  ought  to  present  the  author  with  a  service  of  gold  plate.  He  will  be  a 
rash  man  who  lets  anybody  see  his  bare  hands  after  this.  We  are  anxious  to  find  a  lost  pair 
of  gloves  before  we  go  out  for  a  breath  of  fresh  air  after  such  an  exhausting  study  as  this 
book  has  furnished  us."— Sheffield  and  Rotherham  Independent. 

"  Palmistry,  chiromancy,  and  their  kindred  studies  may  be  mystical  indeed,  but  never 
unworthy.  There  is  more  in  them  than  the  mass  imagine,  and  to  those  who  care  to  wade  into 
them,  Mr.  Craig  will  prove  himself  a  capital  guide."— Manchester  Weekly  Post. 


, ,rg  will  prove  himself  a  capital  guide."— Manchester  Weekly  Post. 

"  Gives  the  fullest  rules  for  interpreting  the  lines  and  marks  on  the  hands,  fingers,  and 
"  as  the  points  of  character  indicated  by  their  shape."— Bookseller. 


wrists,  as  well  a 


"  As  in  every  book  which  Mr.  Hogg  has  sent  us,  so  in  this :  we  have  to  praise 
the  typography,  the  paper,  and  the  strong  but  also  ornamental  binding." — 
MANCHESTER  WEEKLY  POST. 

(20)        London :  John  Hogg,  13,  Paternoster  Row,  E.G. 


WITH   EIGHT   ILLUSTRATIONS. 

Fourth  edition,  crown  8vo.,  352  pp.,  cloth,  price  3s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  4s. 

Boys  and  their  Ways:  A  Book  for  and 

about  Boys.    By  ONE  WHO  KNOWS  THEM. 

"  The  table  of  contents  gives  such  a  bill  of  fare  as  will  render  the  boy  into  whose  hands 
this  book  falls  eager  to  enjoy  the  feast  prepared  for  him.  ...  We  venture  to  predict  for 
this  charming  book  a  popularity  equal  to  '  Self -Help.' .  ,  .  No  better  gift  could  be  put  into 
a  boy's  hands,  and  it  will  become  a  standard  work  for  the  school  library."— Scholastic 
World. 

"  It  is  a  boy's  book  of  the  best  style."— Aberdeen  Journal. 

WITH   EIGHT  ILLUSTRATIONS. 

Third  edition,  crown  8vo.,  352  pp.,  cloth,  price  3s.  6d.  ;   gilt  edges,  4s. 

Girls  and  their  Ways:  A  Book  for  and 

about  Girls.    By  ONE  WHO  KNOWS  THEM. 

"  It  aims  high,  and  it  hits  the  mark."— Literary  World. 

"  A  long  list  of  books  is  given  both  for  study  and  amusement.  This  list  is  selected  with 
care  and  without  prejudice,  and  should  prove  a  great  assistance  to  girls  in  doubt  what  to 

read It  is  a  sensible  and  well-written  book,  full  of  information  and  wholesome 

thoughts  for  and  about  girls."— St.  James's  Budget. 

"Home  duties,  amusement,  social  claims,  and  appropriate  literature,  are  subjects  succes- 
sively treated,  and  treated  with  both  knowledge  and  sound  judgment."— Pall  Mall  Gazette. 

WITH   EIGHT  PORTRAITS. 

Dedicated  by  permission  to  the  Rt.  Hon.  W.  E.  GLADSTONE,  M.P.,  etc. 
Seventh  edition,  crown  8vo.,  384  pp.,  cloth,  price  3s.  6d. ;  gilt  edges,  4s. 

Plain  Living  and  High  Thinking;  or, 

Practical  Self-Culture  :  Moral,  Mental,  and  Physical.     By  W. 
H.  DAVENPORT  ADAMS,  Author  of  "  The  Secret  of  Success,"  etc. 

"  We  like  the  thorough  way  in  which  Mr.  Adams  deals  with  '  Self -Culture :  Moral,  Mental, 
and  Physical.'  His  chapter  on  the  courtesies  of  home  life,  and  the  true  relation  between 

parent  and  child,  is  specially  valuable  nowadays He  certainly  answers  the  question, 

Is  life  worth  living  r  in  a  most  triumphant  affirmative. "—Graphic. 

"  Books  for  young  men  are  constantly  appearing— some  of  them  genuine,  earnest,  and 
useful,  and  many  of  them  mere  products  of  the  art  of  book-making.  We  have  pleasure  in 
saying  that  this  volume  by  Mr.  Adams  deserves  to  take  its  place  among  the  best  of  the  first- 
mentioned  class.  It  is  fresh,  interesting,  varied,  and,  above  all,  full  of  common-sense, 
manliness,  and  right  principle."— Inverness  Courier. 

"  Young  men  who  wish  to  make  something  of  themselves  should  invest  seven  sixpences  in 
this  most  valuable  volume."— Sword  and  Trowel. 

"  A  better  book  of  the  class  in  all  respects  we  have  seldom  had  the  pleasure  to  notice.  .  .  . 
We  cannot  too  strongly  recommend  it  to  young  men."—  Y.  M.  C.  A.  Monthly  Notes. 

Medium  16mo.,  bevelled  boards,  gilt  edges,  interleaved,  432  pp.,  price  3s.  6d. 

The  Birthday-Book  of  Art  and  Artists. 

Compiled  and  Edited  by  ESTELLE  DAVENPORT  ADAMS,  Editor 
of  "  Rose  Leaves,"  "  Flower  and  Leaf,"  etc. 

"  Few  of  the  infinite  variety  of  birthday  I  ought  to  secure  a  large  share  of  the  popu- 
books  have  been  planned  more  ingeniously,  larity  lavished  on  these  pretty  manuals.  — 
or  to  more  useful  purpose,  than  this,  which  t  Glasgow  Herald. 

ASGOtt    R.    Hope's    Books.       3s.   6d.  each. 
See  page  14. 

"  Mr.  Hogg  is  a  famous  caterer  in  the  way  of  books  for  youth.  All  his 
books  are  excellent  of  their  class  ;  they  are,  amply  illustrated,  and  it  seems  as 
though  Mr.  Hogg  had  resolved  to  be  the  special  caterer  in  healthy  literature 
for  the  youngsters,  and  his  publications  are  well  adapted  to  the  various  stages 
of  youth  of  both  sexes." — INDIAN  DAILY  NEWS. 

London :  John  Hogg,  13,  Paternoster  Row,  B.C.         (21) 


PROVERB  STORIES  FOR  BOYS  AND  GIRLS. 

Small  crown  8vo.,  cloth,  256  pp.,  with  36  Illustrations,  2s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  3s. 

Every  Cloud    has  its   Silver  Lining, 

and  other  Proverb  Stories  for  Boys  and  Girls.     First  Series. 
By  MRS.  RIDDELL,  MRS.  DOUGLAS,  M.  J.  GREEK,  and  others. 
Small  crown  8vo.,  cloth,  256  pp.,  with  33  Illustrations,  2s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  3s. 

One    Thing    at   a    Time,    and    other 

Proverb  Stories  for  Boys  and  Girls.    Second  Series.    By  ETHEL 
COXON,  MRS.  DOUGLAS,  MADAME  COLOMB,  and  other  Authors. 


1  •  Capital  prize  books,  with  plentiful  illus- 
trations."— School  Board  Chronicle. 

"  These  volumes  are  very  good.."— Liter- 
ary  World. 

"  The  stories  are  generally  excellent,  and 
are  plentifully  illustrated."— Scotsman. 


"  Pleasant  gift  books  for  boys  and  girls." 
— York*  Gazette.  [Examiner. 

"  Thoroughly  satisfactory." — Manchester 

"Well  and  briskly  told."—  Pall  Mall 
Gazette.  [man. 

"The  idea  is  excellent." — Literary  Church- 


WITH   SIX   PORTRAITS. 

Second  edition,  small  crown  8vo.,  cloth,  288  pp.,  price  2s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  3s. 

Plodding    On;    or,   The  Jog-trot   to 

Fame  and  Fortune.  Illustrated  by  the  Life-Stories  of  GEORGE 
PEABODY,  ROBERT  CHAMBERS,  T.  BRASSEY,  and  others.  By 
HENRY  CURWEN,  Author  of  "  A  History  of  Booksellers,"  etc. 

"  A  splendid  book  for  boys  and  young  men,  illustrating  the  way  in  which  successful 
men  have  triumphed  over  early  disadvantages,  and  have  arrived  at  a  great  and  good  name 
and  ample  wealth  by  quiet  perseverance  in  the  path  of  duty." — Dundee  Courier. 

Small  crown  8vo.,  288  pp.,  cloth,  price  2s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  3s. 

The  Shoes  of  Fortune,  and  other  Fairy 

Tales.  By  HANS  CHRISTIAN  ANDERSEN.  With  a  Biographical 
Sketch  of  the  Author,  a  Portrait,  and  Twenty-seven  Illustra- 
tions by  OTTO  SPECKTER  and  others. 

"This  beautifully  illustrated  edition  of  Andersen's  exquisite  stories  is  sure  to  be  a 
favourite  with  all  young  people  who  become  its  fortunate  possessors.  The  biographical 
sketch  is  admirably  written."— Sheffield  Independent. 

Small  crown  8vo.,  288  pp.,  cloth,  price  2s.  6d. ;  gilt  edges,  3s. 

Far-Famed  Tales  from  the  Arabian 

Nights  Entertainments.  Illustrated  with  Seventy-eight  wood 
Engravings,  and  carefully  revised  for  Young  Readers. 

"  The  print  is  good,  there  is  a  profusion  of  good  illustrations,  and  the  volume  may  be 
thoroughly  recommended  as  well  supplying  an  acknowledged  want  of  a  selection  of  the 
most  familiar  of  the  stories  from  the  '  Arabian  Nights,'  in  a  form  fit  for  childish  reading." 
— Guardian. 

Facts   and    Phases   of   Animal    Life. 
Wonderful  Animals^^^ 

' '  The  peculiarity  of  Mr.  Hogg  is  that  att  his  publications  have  a  healthy 
moral  tone,  whilst  most  of  them  are  eminently  calculated  beneficially  to  im- 
press the  minds  of  both  sexes.  Commercially,  the  publisher  attaches  to  them 
a  very  modest  value  ;  mentally  and  morally,  the  value  cannot  be  estimated."— 
LINCOLN  SHIRE  FREE  PBESS. 

(22)       London  :  John  Hogg,  13.  Paternoster  Bow,  E.C. 


Second  Edition. 
Grown  Svo.,  cloth  (4  colours  and  gold),  price  2s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  3s. 

Brave  Little  Women.    Tales  of  the  Heroism 

of  Girls.    Founded  on  Fact.    By  MARIE  TREVELYAN,  Author  of 
"  The  Spectre  Boatman,"  etc.  Illustrated  by  W.  H.  PETHERICK. 

"May  be  placed  in  the  first  rank  as  a  I  "  Will  be  welcomed  at  every  fireside."— 
book  for  young  folk." — Brighton  Herald.  \  Sheffield  Independent. 

Crown  8vo.,  cloth  (4  colours  and  gold),  price  2s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  3s. 

Ada  Norman's  Trials  and  Difficulties. 

A  Story  for  Girls.     By  M.  SEYMOUR,  Author  of  "  Dethroned," 
"  Two  and  Two,"  etc.     With  Illustrations  by  O.  L.  THOMAS. 

"  Ada  is  a  genuine  girl.  .  .  .  The  entire  story  is  full  of  valuable  suggestions  for  girl 

readers."— Literary  World.  [Aid. 

"A  splendid  book.  ...  It  deserves  a  foremost  place  in  every  school  library."— Teacher's 

Second  edition,  crown  8vo.,  cloth,  bevelled  boards,  price  2s.  6d. 

Fortunate    Men:     How    they    made 

Money  and  Won  Renown.     With  Portrait  of  N.  M.  de  Rothschild. 

"The  real  value  of  its  contents  consists  in  its  asserting  the  claims  to  respect  of  virtues, 
such  as  perseverance,  method,  and  punctuality,  which  are  often  contemptuously  treated,  but 
which  are  invaluable,  whether  for  making  money  or,  which  is  much  more  important,  for 
formation  of  character.  We  wish  the  book  success."— Glasgow  Herald. 

"  There  are  passages  among  these  selections  which  are  worthy  to  be  inscribed  in  brass  in 
every  place  of  business.  Every  young  man  may  read  this  book  with  profit."— Sword  and 
Trowel. 

WITH   THIBTY   ILLUSTEATIONS. 

Crown  8vo.,  288  pp.,  cloth,  price  2s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  3s. 

The   Burgomaster's  Daughter,  and  other 

Stories.  By  W.  H.  G.  KINGSTON,  M.  E.  SHIPLEY,  GERTRUDE 
CROCKFORD,  and  others.  With  Three  Coloured  Plates,  Six  Full- 
page  Woodcuts,  and  Twenty-one  Illustrations  in  the  text. 

"  A  capital  book  for  both  boys  and  girls."— Stationery  and  Bookselling. 

WITH   THIBTY-FOUB  ILLUSTRATIONS. 

Crown  8vo.,  288  pp.,  cloth,  price  2s.  6d. ;  gilt  edges,  3s. 

Gilbert's  First  Voyage,  and  other  Stories. 

By  M.  C.  HALIFAX,  THOMAS  MILLER,  FRANCES  H.  WOOD,  and 
others.  With  Three  Coloured  Plates,  Six  Full-page  Woodcuts, 
and  Twenty-five  Illustrations  in  the  text. 

"A  pleasant  volume,  in  which  youngsters  will  find  a  variety  of  entertainment."— Daily 
Chronicle. 

ILLUSTBATED   BY   0.  A.  DOYLE. 

Crown  8vo.,  288  pp.,  cloth,  price  2s.  6d. ;  gilt  edges,  3s. 

The    Steady  Aim :    A  Book  of  Examples  and 

Encouragements  from  Modern  Biography.  By  W.  H.  DAVEN- 
PORT ADAMS,  Author  of  "  The  Secret  of  Success,"  etc.  A  New, 
Revised,  and  Cheaper  Edition,  Illustrated  by  C.  A.  DOYLE. 

"  Splendid  reading."— Literary  World. 

ILLUSTRATED  BY  GEORGE  CRUIKSHANK. 
Crown  8vo.,  256  pp.,  cloth,  price  2s.  6d. ;  gilt  edges,  3s. 

Out  and  About:  A  Boy's  Adventures. 

By  J.  HAIN  FRISWELL,  Author  of  "  Footsteps  to  Fame,"  etc.  New, 
Revised,  and  Cheaper  Edition,  Illustrated  by  George  Cruikshank. 

"  It  can  hold  its  own  as  a  bracing,  spirited,  exciting,  and  instructive  story."— Newcastle 
Chronicle. 

London  :  John  Hogg,  13,  Paternoster  Row,  E.G.     (23) 


NEW  AND  CHEAPER  EDITIONS  OF  POPULAR  BOOKS. 

In  New  and  Handsome  Cloth  Bindings,    2s.  6d.  each  ;  gilt  edges,  3s.  each. 

The  Habits  of  Good  Society:  A  Hand- 

book  of  Etiquette  for  Ladies  and  Gentlemen.  With  Thoughts, 
Hints,  and  Anecdotes  concerning  Social  Observances,  Nice 
Points  of  Taste  and  Good  Manners,  and  the  Art,  of  Making 
One's  Self  Agreeable.  The  whole  interspersed  with  Humorous 
Illustrations  of  Social  Predicaments,  Remarks  on  the  History 
and  Changes  of  Fashion,  and  the  Differences  of  English  and 
Continental  Etiquette. 

Famous  London  Merchants  :  A  Book 

for  Boys.  By  H.  B.  Fox  BOURNE,  author  of  "English 
Merchants,"  "  English  Seamen  under  the  Tudors,"  ete.  With 
Twenty-four  Illustrations. 

Watchers  for  the  Dawn,  and  other 

Studies  of  Christian  Character.  By  Mrs.  W.  R.  LLOYD,  author 
of  "  Pictures  of  Heroes  and  Lessons  from  their  Lives,"  etc. 
With  Illustrations  by  James  Godwin. 

Adventures  in  the  Ice:    A  Compre- 

hensive  Summary  of  Arctic  Exploration,  Discovery,  and  Adven- 
ture. Including  experiences  of  Captain  Penny,  the  Yeteran 
Whaler,  now  first  published.  By  JOHN  TILLOTSON,  author  of 
"  Stories  of  the  Wars,"  "  Our  Untitled  Nobility,"  etc.  With 
Portraits  and  other  Illustrations. 

Pioneers  of  Civilization.    By  JOHN  TILLOTSON, 

Author  of  "  Adventures  in  the  Ice,"  etc.  A  New,  Cheaper  and 
Revised  Edition,  with  an  Additional  Chapter.  With  Eleven 
Illustrations. 

CONTENTS.— The    Soldier.— The   Adventurer.— The   Explorer.— The 

Man  of   Peace.— The   Trader.— The  Settler.— The  Missionary.— 

Recent  Pioneers. 

Small  Beginnings ;  or,  The  Way  to  Get 

On.     A  New  and  Cheaper  Edition.  With  Eight  Illustrations  by 

C.  A.  Doyle. 

From  the  acorn  springs  the  oak  ;  "despise  not  the  day  of  small  things."  The 
biographical  sketches  collected  in  this  volume  show  to  what  heights  the  earnest 
may  aspire  from  the  humblest  beginnings :  —  John  Walter  from  a  printer's 
apprentice  rises  to  be  proprietor  of  The  Times ;  Brotherton  from  a  factory-boy 
to  sit  as  a  respected  member  in  the  House  of  Commons.  The  other  examples 
include— Sir  Jamsetjee  Jejeebhoy,  George  Heriot,  Wedgwood  and  Minton, 
Girard,  John  Leyden,  Francis  Drake,  Dupuytren,  Lafitte,  Montgomery,  Breguet, 
and  David  Wilkie. 
^  The  2/6  Series  now  numbers  26  Vols.,  see  Classified  Contents,  p.  2. 

"  Mr.  Hogg  is  to  be  congratulated  on  the  healthy  moral  tone  of  his  publica- 
tions."—REV.  C.  H.  SPUEGEON. 
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In  crown  8vo.,  288  pp.   cloth,  price  2s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  3s. 

WITH   THREE  COLOURED    PLATES,     SIX    FULL-PAGE     WOODCUTS,     AND    TWENTY 
ILLUSTRATIONS   IN   THE  TEXT. 

Phil  Thorndyke's  Adventures,  and  other 

Stories.     By  F.  M.  WILBRAHAM,  E.  M.  PIPER,  Lady  CHARLES 
THYNNE,  and  others. 


"A  budget  admirably  calculated  to  hold 
younger  readers  spell-bound." — Yorkshire 
Post. 


"An  excellent  collection.  The  volume 
deserves  to  have  a  large  sale." — Dundee 
Courier. 


In  crown  8vo.,  288  pp.,  cloth,  price  2s.  6d. ;  gilt  edges,  3s. 

WITH   THREE    COLOURED    PLATES,    SIX    FULL- PAGE     WOODCUTS,     AND    TWENTY 
ILLUSTRATIONS   IN  THE   TEXT. 

The  Story  of  Herbert  Archer,  and  other 

Tales.  By  Lady  CHARLES  THYNNE,  AMY  KEY,  Mrs.  RUSSELL 
GRAY,  and  others. 

"Well  supplied  with  excitement;  with  a  J  "Rendered  more  attractive  by  good 
certain  historical  element."—  Yarks.  Post.  \  illustrations."— Aberdeen  Journal. 

A   HANDBOOK    OP   REFERENCE   AND   QUOTATION. 

Mottoes  and  Aphorisms  from  Shake- 
speare :  Alphabetically  arranged  ;  with  a  Copious  Index  of 
9,000  References  to  the  infinitely  varied  Words  and  Ideas  of 
the  Mottoes.  Any  word  or  idea  can  be  traced  at  once,  and  the 
correct  quotation  (with  name  of  play,  act,  and  scene)  had 
without  going  further.  Second  edition,  fcap.  8vo.,  cloth,  price  2s.  6d. 
"  The  collection  is.  we  believe,  unique  of  its  kind. "—Oxford  Times. 

'  The  writer  who  delights  now  and  then  to  embellish  his  productions  by  some  of  the  well- 
pointed  and  telling  mottoes  and  aphorisms  from  Shakespeare  has  here  a  most  valuable  book 
of  reference."—  Yorksh ire  Gazette. 

Fourth  edition  of  a  new  and  enlarged  edition,  fcap.  8vo.,  cloth,  price  2s.  6d. 

A  Practical  Guide  to  English  Versifica- 
tion, with  a  Compendious  Dictionary  of  Rhymes,  an  Examina- 
tion of  Classical  Measures,  and  Comments  upon  Burlesque  and 
Comic  Verse,  Vers  de  Societe,  and  Song  Writing.  By  TOM  HOOD. 

"  A  dainty  little  book  on  English  verse-making.  The  Dictionary  of  Rhymes  will  be  found 
one  of  the  most  complete  and  practical  in  our  language."— Freeman. 

"  Alike  to  the  tyro  in  versifying,  the  student  of  literature,  and  the  general  reader,  this 
guide  can  be  confidently  recommended."— Scotsman. 

Red  Line  Edition  (the  Fourth),  with  Illustrations,  quarto,  price  21s. 

CABEFTJLLY   REVISED,    WITH   NUMEROUS  EMENDATIONS. 

The  Directprium    Anglicanum :    Being  a 

Manual  of  Directions  for  the  Right  Celebration  of  the  Holy 
Communion,  for  the  saying  of  Matins  and  Evensong,  etc.,  ac- 
cording to  ancient  uses  of  the  Church  of  England.  Edited  by 
the  Rev.  FREDERICK  GEORGE  LEE,  D.C.L.,  F.S.A. 

"  The  existence  of  one  such  work  of  credit  and  reputation  must  do  something  to  diminish 
the  varieties  of  Ritualism  into  which  the  tastes  or  studies  of  independent  explorers  might 
lead  them."— Guardian. 

Crown  8vo.,  cloth  extra,  bevelled  boards,  price  7s.  6d. 

The  Manuale  Clericomm.    A  Guide  for  the 

Reverent  and  Decent  Celebration  of  Divine  Service,  the  Holy 
Sacrament,  etc.  Abridged  from  the  "  Directorium  Anglicanum." 
With  Additions  of  Special  Value.  Edited  by  Rev.  F.  G.  LEE. 
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NEW  HANDBOOK  OF  DOMESTIC  MEDICINE,  ETC. 

Crown  8vo.,  496  pp.,  cloth,  price  6s. 

Man  and  his  Maladies ;  or,  The  Way  to 

Health.  A  Popular  Handbook  of  Physiology  and  Domestic  Medicine, 
in  Accord  with  the  Advance  in  Medical  Science.  By  A.  E.  BBIDOEB, 
B.A.,  M.D.,  B.Sc.,  F.R.C.P.E.,  Author  of  "  Depression,"  etc. 

PART  I.— THE  SCIENCE,  OF  MEDICINE. 
PART  II.— THE  ART  OF  HEALING. 

"This  is  an  excellent  book,  which  ought  "A  plain   and  intelligible  handbook  of 

to  be  of  great  value  in  the  homes  of  intelli-  physiology  and  home  medicine  abreast  of 

gent  people." — Manchester  Examiner.  the  latest  discoveries." — Bookseller. 

"The  style  of  this  book  entices  the  reader  I       "No  house,   especially  in  the  country, 
at  the  outset.  .  .  .  It  is  a  welcome  advance  !   should  be  without  this  excellent   hand- 
on   those   of   its  kind    which    have  gone  !   book."—  Perthshire  Advertiser. 
before.1' — Glasgow  Herald.  "  It  would  perhaps  be  well  for  suffering 

"  A  comforting  treatise  on  disease !   humanity  if  some  of  the  views  so  ably  ex- 

The  work  is  not  so  much  philosophic  as  pounded  were  more  generally  held  by ... 

practical,  being  designed  as  a  handbook  to  j   the  medical  profession."—  Morning  Post. 

domestic  medicine." — Liverpool  Courier.  "A  sensible  practical  guide  to  physical 

"It  certainly  is  a  departure  from  the  well-being  and  the  mental  well-being  which 

usual  style  of  books  on  the  domestic  treat-  is  so  closely  allied  to  it." — Spectator. 

ment  of  disease We  hope  this  book  i       "  The  book  deserves  to  be  not  merely 

will  be  read  by  many." — Literary  World.  '  read  but  studied."—  Glasgow  Daily  Mail. 

WITH  SIXTEEN  ILLUSTRATIONS. 
Crown  8vo.,  544  pp.,  cloth,  bevelled  boards,  price  6s.  ;  gilt  edges,  6s.  6d. 

"In  Perils  Oft."     Romantic  Biogra- 

phies  Illustrative  of  the  Adventurous  Life.  By  W.  H.  DAVEN- 
PORT ADAMS,  Author  of  "  Plain  Living  and  High  Thinking."  etc. 

"The    Author  is  no  dry  historian,  and  "A  book  to  rouse  a  spirit  of  generous 

these  stories  of  adventurous  lives  are  sure  emulation  in  the  young."— Christian  World. 

to  be  popular."— Standard.  "  Here  surely  is  enough  to  set  every  boy  in 

"  The  plan  is  admirable."— Scotsman.  i    the  town  longing  to  get  hold  of  the  book."— 

"Fiction  cannot  hope  to  rival  in  interest  ',    Sheffield  Independent.                        [Herald. 

the  actual  doings  of  these  wonderful  men,  j       "The  book  is  a  capital  one."— Glasgow 

whose  noble  lives    are   an    ornament    to  i       "  Well  written,  well  printed,  well  got  up, 

humanity."— Bradford  Observer.  '    and  well  illustrated.  —Guardian. 

Crown  8vo.,  576  pp.,  cloth,  price  6s.  6d. ;  gilt  edges,  7s. 

Woman's  Work  and  Worth  in  Girl- 
hood, Maidenhood,  and  Wifehood.  With  Hints  on  Self- 
Culture  and  Chapters  on  the  Higher  Education  and  Employ- 
ment of  Women.  By  W.  H.  DAVENPORT  ADAMS. 

"  It  is  a  small  thing  to  say  that  it  is  excellent,  and  it  is  only  justice  to  add  that  this  all-im- 
portant subject  is  dealt  with  in  a  style  at  once  masterly,  erudite,  charming."— Social  Notes. 

"  As  an  aid  and  incitement  to  self-culture  in  girls,  and  pure  and  unexceptionable  in  tone, 
this  book  maybe  very  thoroughly  recommended,  and  deserves  a  wide  circulation. "—English- 

"  It  is  a  noble  record  of  the  work  of  woman and  one  of  the  very  best  books  which 

can  be  placed  in  the  hands  of  a  girL"— Scholastic  World. 

120  pp.,  small  crown  8vo.,  boards,  price  Is. ;  or  bound  in  cloth,  Is.  6d. 

Self-Help  for  Women  :    A  Guide   to 

Business.  With  Practical  Directions  for  Establishing  and  Con- 
ducting Remunerative  Trades  and  Business  Occupations  suitable 
for  Wpmen  and  Girls.  By  A  WOMAN  OF  BUSINESS. 


"  Her  shrewd  practical  hints  cannot  fail 


f  laid  out  in  the  purchase  of 


to  be  of  value  to  an  increasing  class  of  the       this  little  book  will  prove  a  far  better  invest- 
community,  the  women  who  are  left  to  fight       ment  than  the  waste  of  postage  E*— 
their  own  way  in  the  world."--Ec/w>.  replying  to  \etiten."-Statwner. 
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Hew  Illustrated  Is.  6d.  JnvenUe  Books, 

Attractively  bound  in  the  New  and  Effective  Chromatic  Style  (Four  Colours 
and  Gold).     Crown  8vo.,  192  pp.,  cloth,  price  Is.  6d.  each. 

1.  Little  Neighbours  in  London.    A  Story  for  Young 

Readers.     By  E.  C.  RICKARDS,  Author  of  "  A  Strange  Exhibition," 
etc.     "With  Illustrations  by  J.  JELLICOE.    Fourth  Edition. 

2.  The  Wondrous  Tale  of  Cocky,  Olucky,  and  Cackle. 

Translated  by  C.  W.  HECKETHORN.  Illustrated  by  H.  W.  PETHERICK. 

3.  "If  Wishes  were  Horses,  Beggars  would  Ride." 

A   Tale  for  Young  Folk.     By  M.    SEYMOUR,   Author  of   "Little 
Arthur  at  the  Zoo,"  etc.    Illustrated  by  R.  J.  KEY.    Second  Edition. 

4.  A  Strange  Exhibition,  and  other  Tales  for  the 

Young.     By   E.    C.    RICKARDS,  Author  of   "Little  Neighbours  in 
London,"  etc.     Illustrated  by  H.  W.  PETHERICK.     Second  Edition. 

5.  An  Easy  Guide  to  Scripture  Animals.    See  page  12. 

6.  That  Boy  Jack !    A  Story  for  Young  Folk.     By  HELEN 

H.  ROGERS,  Author  of  "  An  Old- World  Story."    With  Illustrations 
by  A.  HITCHCOCK.     Second  Edition. 

7.  A  Living  Story;  or,  The  Would-be  Authoress. 

A  Tale  for  Boys  and  Girls.     By  A.  W.  WRIGHT.     With  Illustrations 
by  O.  L.  THOMAS.     Second  Edition. 

8.  Red  Herring;   or,  Allie's  Little  Blue   Shoes.     A 

Tale  for  Young  Readers.      By  FRANCES  ARMSTRONG,   Author   of 
"Noel  and  Geoff, "  etc.    Illustrated  by  O.  L.  THOMAS.  Second  Edition. 

9.  Children's  Evergreens.     A  Selection  of  Fifteen  of  the  Old 

Favourite  Tales.      With  Fifty  Illustrations.     Third  Edition. 

10.  Noel  and  Geoff;  or,  Three  Christmas  Days.     A 

Story  for  Children.     By  FRANCES  ARMSTRONG,  Author  of  "Red 
Herring,"  etc.     With  Illustrations  by  H.  W.  PETHERICK. 

11.  Songs  and  Ppems  for  Children.    Edited  by  CARRIE 

DAVENPORT.    With  Sixty  Illustrations  by  T.  SIDNEY  COOPER,  R.  A., 
J.  C.  HORSLEY,  R.A.,  T.  WEBSTER,  R.A.,  and  others. 

12.  Meg  and  Olive;  or,  Life  at  the  Grey  House.    By 

M.  RICKARDS,  Author  of  "  The  Boy  who  was  not  Wanted."     With 
Illustrations  by  O.  L.  THOMAS. 

13.  The  Boys  of  Priors  Dean.    By  PHCEBE  ALLEN,  Author 

of  "  Matchbox  Phil,"  etc.     With  Illustrations  by  H.  W.  PETHERICK. 

14.  A  Tale  told  by  Two.    By  L.  E.  TIDDEMAN,  Author  of 

"  Prim's  Story,"  etc.     Illustrated  by  O.  L.  THOMAS. 

15.  Up  in  the  Old  Pear  Tree.    A  Holiday  Story.    By  S.  P. 

ARMSTRONG,  Author  of  "  Pop  and  Peggy,"  "  Dolly's  Adventures,"  etc. 
Illustrated  by  H.  W.  PKTHERIOK. 

"  Admirably  adapted  for  rewards,  the  more  so  as  the  children  will  appreciate  the  works 
on  their  own  merits.    Their  '  get  up '  is  unexceptionable." — British  Mail. 

tffT  Others  in  Preparation. 
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"IT  WOULD  NEVER  DO  FOR  AN   OFFICER  TO   CRY." 
SPECIMEN   ILLUSTRATION 

From  "  That  Boy  Jack  "  (Is.  6d.  Juveniles). 
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New  Illustrated  Shilling  Juvenile  Books, 

Attractively  bound  in  the  New  and  Effective  Chromatic  Style  (Four  Colours 
and  Gold).     Small  crown  8vo.,  128  pp.,  cloth,  price  Is.  each. 

1.  We  Four  Children.    By  M.  A.  HOYER,  Author  of  "A 

Canterbury  Tale,"  etc.     With  a  Frontispiece  by  R.  J.  KEY,  and  other 
Illustrations.     Second  Edition. 

2.  The  Ups  and  Downs  of  a  Sixpence.    By  M.  SEYMOUR, 

Author   of   "If   Wishes   were   Horses,"   etc.      Illustrated   by   O.    L. 
THOMAS.     Third  Edition. 

3.  Dolly's  Adventures ;  or,  Happy  Days  at  Cranberry. 

By  YVONNE,  Author  of  "  Pop  and  Peggy,"  etc.     Illustrated  by  R.  J. 
KEY.     Third  Edition. 

4.  Exiled ;  or,  When  Great-Grandmother  was  Young. 

By   C.    M.    MACSOBLEY,    Author   of    "A   Few   Good  Women,"  etc. 
Illustrated  by  0.  L.  THOMAS.     Second  Edition. 

5.  Under  the  Walnut  Tree :  Stories  told  by  the  Birds. 

By  FRANCES  ARMSTRONG,  Author  of  "Red  Herring, "'etc.     Illustrated 
by  H.  W.  PETHERICK  and  others.    Second  Edition. 

6.  Little  King  I :  A  Story  for  Young  Readers.    By 

LOUISA  EMILY  DOBREE,  Author  of  "Turned  to  Gold,"  etc.     Illustrated 
by  OSMAN  THOMAS.     Second  Edition. 

7.  The  Fortunes  of  Ruby,  Pearl,  and  Diamond.     By 

FRANCES  ARMSTRONG,  Author  of  "  Noel  and  Geoff,"  etc.     Illustrated 
by  A.  BOUCHETTE  and  others.     Third  Edition. 

8.  A   Canterbury  Tale.    By  M.  A.  HOYER.    Author  of 

"  We  Four  Children,"  etc.     Illustrated  by  H.  EVANS. 

9.  Father  Christmas's  Stories.    By  LOUISE  ALICE  RILEY. 

Illustrated  by  E.  W.  DE  GUEBIN. 

10.  Cousin  Deb.      A  Story  for  Children.      By  ALICE  GAR- 
LAND.    Illustrated  by  O.  THOMAS. 

1 1 .  Black  and  White.     An  Anglo-Indian  Story  for  Children. 
By  GERALDINE  BUTT,  Author  of  "Christmas  Roses,"  "Esther,"  etc. 
Illustrated  by  HARRY  EVANS. 

1 2.  The  Palace  of  Ideas.    By  LOUISE  ALICE  EILEY,  Author 

of  "  Father  Christmas's  Stories."     Illustrated  by  ROBERT  BUXTON. 

13.  Uncle    Tom's    Cabin.     Abridged   for   Young   Readers. 
With  Illustrations. 

14.  Plucky  Rex  ;   or,  The  Secret  of  the  Mine.     A 

Tale  of  Pengarvan  Bay.    By  F.  M.  HOLMES,  Author  of  "  Jack  Marston's 
Anchor,"  etc.     With  Illustrations  by  W.  RAINEY. 

15.  The  Lad  from  London.    By  ASCOTT  R.  HOPE,  Author 

of  "  Stories  of  Young  Adventurers,"  etc.     Illustrated  by  H.  COPPING. 

16.  Namesakes.    By  MARGARET  HAYCRAFT.    Illustrated  by 

SIDNEY  FILMORE. 

t3T  Others  in  preparation. 

"  A  glimpse  through  Mr.  Hogg's  catalogue  shows  how  admirably  he  caters 
for  the  young  ofhof.h  nx**." — WOLVBRHAHPTON  CHRONICLE. 
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SPECIMEN  ILLUSTRATION 

From  the  New  Shilling  Series  for  Juveniles.  (31) 


SEASON,  1899-1900. 

NEW  BOOKS  OF  TRAVEL  AND  ADVENTURE. 


WITH   EIGHT   ILLUSTRATIONS    BY   J.    AYTON   SYMINGTON. 

King     Radama's     Word;     or,     John 

Aikin's  Adventures  in  Madagascar.  By  ROBERT  THYNNE,  Author  of 
"Matthew  Flinders;  or,  How  We  have  Australia,"  etc.  Large  crown 
8vo.,  384  pp.,  handsomely  bound,  cloth,  price  3s.  6d.  ;  gilt  edges,  4s. 

CONTENTS. 

CHAPTER  1.  I  seek  Employment.— 2.  Raboba.— 3.  Alone.— 4.  On  my  own  Resources.— 
5.  Captain  Le  Sage.— 6.  We  go  on  with  the  "Business."— 7.  We  Start  for  the  Interior. 
—8.  Wild  Cattle.— 9.  The  Weeping- Place  of  the  Hovas.— 10.  Crocodiles.— 11.  Strange 
Bed-fellows.— 12.  The  Great  Forest  of  Alamazaotra.— 13.  Imerina.— 14.  Radama.— 
15.  The  Oath  of  Blood.— 16.  The  Treaty  is  Signed.— 17.  An  Unwelcome  Surprise.— 
18.  M.  Robin.— 19.  Tricks  of  Trade.— 20.  Panjaka.— 21.  The  " Badger."— 22.  St.  Mary's 
Isle.— 23.  Inside  the  Harbour.— 24.  Rahona's  Story.— 25.  The  Oath  of  Murder.— 
26.  We  Start  for  Antananarivo.— 27.  The  Plain  of  Ankay.— 28.  The  King  Receives  Us.— 
29.  Negotiations.— 30.  An  Oratorical  Artifice.— 31.  The  King  has  his  Way.— 32.  The 
Village  of  the  Sulky.— 33.  Rasilimo.— 34.  Playing  with  Fire. -35.  Abdalla.— 36.  An 
Awkward  Situation.— 37.  A  Retreat. 

APPENDIX,  bringing  Events  in  Madagascar  down  to  the  Present  Time. 


WITH   EIGHT   FULL- PAGE   ILLUSTRATIONS. 

The  Dacoit's  Mine;  or,  A  Fight  for 

Fortune.  By  CHARLES  R.  KEXYON,  Author  of  "The  Young  Ranchmen,'1 
etc.  Large  crown  8vo.,  384  pp.,  handsomely  bound,  cloth,  price  3s.  6d.  ; 
gilt  edges,  4s. 

CONTENTS. 

CHAPTER  1.  A  Tempting  Project.— 2.  A  Not  Uneventful  Start,— 3.  Wadda  Throws  off  the 
Mask.— 4.  A  Lively  Night.— 5.  A  Few  Surprises.— 6.  An  Inspiriting  Find  and  a  Dis- 
piriting Finish.— 7.  The  Mystery  of  the  Mine.— 8.  A  Strange  Apparition.— 9.  An 
Engineering  Feat  and  an  Intruder. — 10.  Run  to  Ground. — 11.  A  Fruitless  Search. 
—12.  Taken  at  a  Disadvantage.— 13.  Charging  the  Enemy.— 14.  Shoulder  to  Shoulder. 
—15.  Besieged.— 16.  A  Double  Surprise.— 17.  Plan  of  Performance.— 18.  Foiled.— 
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